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PREFACE.

This volume is the fruit of a long-cherished desire to help the masses in the use,

and real enjoyment and blessing of Sacred Song, not only in the Lord's house, but in

their homes, and on all Christian occasions. Hence the tunes on these pages have been
selected mainly for their singing qualities, and for their adaptation to the themes of song
herein contained. It is believed that they are such as will render the song service in

the great congregation at once inviting and effective, while those which have more
special adaptation to home and social singing, will greatly enhance the pleasure and
profit of song in these departments. Extremes have been avoided. Even the new
tunes will be readily learned, and, we think, generally liked for their melodious
character.

For the admirable selection of Hymns filling the main body of the book, [say about
six hundred] the editor acknowledges his indebtedness to the following well known
clergymen : Rev. T. M. Post, D.D., of St. Louis, Mo. ; Rev. Lyman Whiting, D.D., of
Dubuque, Iowa ; Rev. Samuel D. Cochran, D.D., President of Thayer College, Mo. ; Rev.
Geo. F. Magoun, D.D., President of Iowa College ; Rev. Samuel Wolcott, D.D., of
Cleveland, Ohio ; Rev. Edmund K. Alden, D.D., of South Boston, Mass. ; Rev. J. E.

Rankin, of Charlestown, Mass. ; Rev. Jesse H. Jones, of Antwerp, N. Y. ; Rev. H. W.
Parker, and Rev. J. M. Chamberlain, of Iowa College; Rev. M. K. Cross, of Waverly,
Iowa ; Rev. J. A. Hamilton, of Davenport, Iowa ; Rev. C. F. Boynton, of Eldora,

Iowa; Rev. Edwin Johnson, of Baltimore, Md. ; and Rev. J. M. Sturtevant, Jr., of Han-
nibal, Mo. For the insertion of the rest, (including the original Hymns), the editor is

personally responsible.

For the original Hymns, the editor is under special obligations to Dr. Ray Palmer,
Dr. Wolcott, Rev. J. E. Rankin, and Rev. Edwin Johnson. It is hoped that these new
and fresh Hymns will not only be regarded as valuable acquisitions to this volume, but
to the current hymnology of the church.

A very few Hymns that were marked for insertion, have been left out for want of
room : not because better ones fill the places which they would have occupied, but for

the sake of securing that variety which should be found in a book of this sort. Yet,

not one that a majority marked for insertion will be found missing. The process of
procuring these Hymns has confirmed the conviction that the range of those deemed
essential is vastly smaller than is gen< r ly supposed. Some will not find their special

favorites here; but a book made up of specialties of this sort, would be of little value
to the churches at large. The editor ha i aimed to embody what may be fitly termed
the "common sense" of our American Christendom, both as to the essential Hymns and
the essential Tunes.

It is hoped that the arrangement of the Hymns, with the aid of the running heads,
will render the book convenient for the use of ministers, as well as for those who use it

in prayer and conference meetings, and in other Christian circles.

A few Hymns will seem out of place, but a little familiarity with the book will

prevent any embarrassment from arising on this account. It is quite impracticable, in

a book of this kind, (unless nearly every Hymn is married to a separate tune, which
would not only double the expense, but also the bulk of the book,) to preserve a perfectly

logical or topical arrangement of subjects.

The editor has taken special pains to secure some of the choicest "gems of song,"

which will be found scattered through the last half of the book, and which will make
it specially valuable in the Christian homes of the land.

One Hymn has been repeated, for obvious reasons ; while, in another case, two dif-

ferent versions are given to the same piece, many preferring one, and not a few prefer-

ring the other.

SUGGESTIONS FOR USEFULNESS.

Congregations desiring the best things in this department, will hold occasional

meetings for mass singing. Let there be a little painstaking, and some enthusiasm
Awakened and expended on this subject. Assemble the people once or twice a month,
old and young and middle-aged. Set them to singing. Try a few familiar tunes to

begin with, then turn to the new ones. Let every voice in the room—male and female
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—sing the leading melody or air first, to the syllable "la." When the air is thus made
quite familiar, if there are base voices enough present, capable of sustaining that part,

then try it in the same manner. So of the other parts. But if you have not those present
who can carry the parts independently, insist most strenuously upon all the voices
singing the melody. The organ, if you have one, can sustain the harmony. If
you have no organ, you can have capital congregational singing without one, if

you succeed in getting all the voices to sing the air in a spirited manner. Some of
the grandest effects are realized when the male and female voices are all united in car-

rying the air.

When the air is familiar, call attention to the spirit of the Hymn, and kindly and
gently lead all present to adopt it. By these mass singing meetings, you will prepare
your people to engage universally and heartily in the service of song on the Lord's day,
and thus the interest and value of this part of public worship will be enhanced an
hundred fold. Instruct your choir, if you have one, that the highest conceivable dig-

nity of their office is to be found in aiding and encouraging the people in their songs,

by uniformly singing the tune on the same page with the Hymn, or the one on the op-
posite page, if there is a choice. The most intelligent and gifted singers in the land,

are beginning to see the wickedness of stopping the mouths of the people by singing
artistic tunes for merely choral effect. Many of the very best choirs sing an opening
piece, and then give all the remaining song service to the congregation. Of course,

a good organ, judiciously played, without interludes, greatly helps. We say without
interludes, because, in most cases, the playing of the interlude only tends to check the
current of devotional feeling and destroy the sjririt of worship, by calling attention to

itself.

CHOICE OP TUXES.

Frequently a choice of tunes is given at the same opening ; but in some cases a

Hymn will be found on'one page, which may be better expressed by the tune on the oppo-
site page; as, e. g., Hymn 237, page 72, would be better interpreted by the tune Dennis
on the opposite page. But generally it is intended, where the metres correspond, that

one shall be as appropriate as the other, though one may be familiar and the other
quite new.

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS FOR TUNES.

It will not fail to be noticed that large access has been had to the popular and
useful tunes of Dr. Lowell Mason—there being more than sixty on these pages, of

which the Mason Brothers own the copy-right.

We are also indebted to the generous courtesy of the venerable Dr. Hastings, for

permission to use more than a dozen of his exquisite melodies. For a similar number
of the beautiful tunes of the lamented Wm. B. Bradbury, we are indebted to the courtesy

of Messrs. Biglow & Main—the publishers of his works. Special thanks are also due to

Mr. George Kingsley, of Northampton, Mass., for several of his popular tunes ; also

to Rev. E. P. Parker, of Hartford, Conn., for permission to use several popular
pieces of his from the " Book of Praise.'' For similar favors, acknowledgments are due
to Mr. C. C. Converse, Mr. V. C. Taylor, Mr. Asa Hull, and Rev. R. Lowry

We cannot close this friendly enumeration, without calling attention to the fresh

and popular music we have been allowed to take from the " Triumph," although in so

doing we must praise one of our own publishers. But Mr. Geo. F. Root's music has
now a deservedly high place in the hearts of the people, and since he had no voice

whatever in deciding what we should use, we feel that it is highly proper that we
should here thank him for what he has done, by his music, to enrich the pages of" Songs
for the New Life."

A WORD TO PASTORS.

The usefulness of the song service in your church, will depend not a little upon
variety. It is therefore suggested that you carefully avoid giving out the same Hymn
too frequently for the opening of public worship. And the same suggestion is worthy
of some consideration in the other parts of the service.

Thanking the American churches for the very hearty welcome given to " Tem-
ple Melodies," the editor would fain hope that this new attempt to aid the people in

their sacred songs, may meet with equal favor, and be greatly instrumental in swell-

ing the anthem of universal praise to our ever blessed and ever glorious Lord.

Grinnell, Iowa, May 10th
t
1869. D. E. JONES.
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Be thou, God ! exalted high;
And, as thy glory fills the sky,
So let it be on earth displayed,

Till thou art here, as there, obeyed.

n high

1. Te Deum.

1. To Thee all angels cry aloud,

And ceaseless raise their son

Both cherubim and seraphim,

The heavens and all the pow'rs therein.

2. The apostles join the glorious throng;

The prophets swell the immortal song;

The martyrs' noble army raise

Eternal anthems to thy praise.

3. Thee, holy, holy, holy King,

Thee, Lord God of Hosts ! they sing;

Thus earth below, and heaven above,

Besound thy glory and thy love.

4. Thee we adore, Eternal Lord;
We praise thy name with one accord;

Thy saints who here thy goodness see

Through all the world do worship thee.

<£ . Psalm cxvii.

1. From all that dwell below the skies,

Let the Creator's praise arise

;

Let the Bedeemer's name be sung,

Through every land, by every tongue.

2. Eternal are thy mercies, Lord

;

E terns 1 truth attends thy word : [shore,

Thy ] raise shall sound from shore to

Till suns shall rise and set no more.

3 "Before Jehovah's awful Throne.."
* Psalm c.

1. Before Jehovah's awful throne,

Ye nations, bow with sacred joy :

Know that the Lord is God alone

;

He can create, and he destroy.

2. His sovereign power, without our aid,

Made us of clay, and formed us men
;

And when, like wand'ring sheep, we
strayed,

He brought us to his fold again.

3. We are his people, we his care,

Our souls, aud all our mortal frame

:

What lasting honors shall we rear,

Almighty Maker, to thy name ?

4. We'] crowd
songs,

thy gates with thankful

High as the heaven our voices raise

;

And earth.with her ten thousand tongues.

Shall fill thy courts with sounding
praise.

Doxology.

Praise God. from whom all blessings flow

!

Praise him, all creatures here below !

Praise him above, ye heavenly host

!

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost!
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, T/ic Sabbath.

1. DAY of rest and gladness,

day of joy aud light;

balm of care and sadness,

Most beautiful, most bright

!

On thee, the high and lowly,

Bending before the throne,

Sing, Holy, Holy, Holy,

To the Great Three in One

!

On thee, at the creation.

The light first had its birth

;

On thee, for our salvation,

Christ rose from depths of earth
;

On thee, our Lord, victorious,

The Spirit sent from Heaven,
And thus on thee, most glorious,

A triple light was given.

To-day on weary nations

The heavenly manna falls;

To holy convocations

The silver trumpet calls,

Where gospel light is glowing

With pure and radiant beams,

And living water flowing

With soul-refreshing streams.

4. New graces ever gaining

From this our day of rest,

We reach the rest remaining

To spirits of the blest

:

To Holy Ghost be praises,

To Father and to Son

;

The Church her voice upraises

To thee, blest Three in One.

" All Nations shall be blest in Him."
Psalm lxxii.

Hail to the Lord's Anointed,

Great David's greater Son !

Hail, in the time appointed,

His reign on earth begun

!

He comes to break oppression,

To set the captive free

;

To take away transgression,

And rule in equity.

2. He shall come down like showers

Upon the fruitful earth
;

And love, joy, hope, like flowers,

Spring in his path to birth

;

Before him, on the mountains,

Shall Peace, the herald, go;

And Righteousness, in fountains,

From hill to valley flow.

3. Kings shall fall down before him,

And gold and incense bring;

All nations shall adore him,

His praise all people sing :

For he shall have dominion

O'er river, sea and shore,

Far as the eagle's pinion

Or dove's light wing can soar.

For him shall prayer unceasing

And daily vows ascend

;

His kingdom still increasing

—

A kingdom without end:

O'er every foe victorious,

He on his throne shall rest

;

From age to age more glorious,

All blessing and all blest

!
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6. 7%e Zorcfs .Day.

1. Safely through another week
God has brought us on our way

;

Let us now a blessing seek,

Waiting in his courts to-day

:

Day of all the week the best,

Emblem of eternal rest.

2. While we pray for pard'ning grace,

Thro' the dear Redeemer's name,

Show thy reconciling face;

Take away our sin and shame

:

From our worldly care set free,

May we rest this day in thee.

3. Here we come, thy name to praise;

Let us feel thy presence near

;

May thy glories meet our eyes,

While we in thy house appear

:

Here afford us, Lord, a taste

Of our everlasting feast.

4. May the gospel's joyful sound

Conquer sinners, comfort saints;

Make the fruits of grace abound;

Bring relief for all complain: s :

Thus let all our Sabbaths prove,

Till we rest in thee above.

7. All the sons of God shouted forjoy."*

1. Songs of praise the angels sang,

Heaven with hallelujahs rang,

When Jehovah's work begun,

When he spake, and it was done.

2. Songs of praise awoke the morn,

When the Prince of Peace was born

Songs of praise arose, when he

Captive led captivity.

8.

3.

Heaven and earth must pass away

;

Songs of praise shall crown that day :

God will make new heavens and earth

;

Songs of praise shall hail their birth.

Saints below, with heart and voice,

Still in songs of praise rejoice;

Learning here, by faith and love,

Songs of praise to sing above.

Borne upon their latest breath

Songs of praise shall conquer death

;

Then, amid eternal joy,

Songs of praise their powers employ.

" Within the vail."*

, To thy temple I repair;

Lord, I love to worship there,

When within the vail I meet
Thee before the mercy-seat.

While thy glorious praise is sung,

Touch my lips, unloose my tongue

;

That my joyful soul may bless

Thee, the Lord, my Righteousness.

While the prayers of saints ascend

God of love 1 to mine attend :

Hear me, for thy Spirit pleads

;

Hear, for Jesus intercedes.

While I hearken to thy law,

Fill my soul with humble awe,

Till thy gospel bring to me
Life and immortality.

From thine house when I return,

May my heart within me burn;
And at evening let me say,

I have walked with God to-day."

* Use last half of the tune for the fifth verse of this hymn.
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, Psalm xcii.

1. Sweet is the work, my God, my King,

To praise thy name.give thanks,and sing

;

To show thy love by morning light,

And talk of all thy truth at night.

2. Sweet is the day of sacred rest

;

No mortal cares shall seize my breast

:

Oh, may my heart in tune be found,

Like David's harp of solemn sound !

3. My heart shall triumph in my Lord,

And bless his works, and bless his word

;

Thy works of grace.howT bright they shine!

How deep thy counsels, how divine

!

4. But I shall share a glorious part,

When grace hath well refined my heart;

And fresh supplies of joy are shed,

Like holy oil, to cheer my head.

5. Then shall I see, and hear, and know
All I desired or wished below

;

And every power find sweet employ

In that eternal world of joy.

Wj, The Heavenly Rest.

1. Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord,we love

—

But there's a nobler rest above :

To that our longing souls aspire,

With cheerful hope and strong desire.

2. No more fatigue, no more distress,

Nor sin nor death shall reach the place
;

No groans shall mingle with the songs

Which warble from immortal tongues.

3. No rude alarms of raging foes;

No cares to break the long repose

;

No midnight shade, no clouded sun y

But sacred, high, eternal noon !

4.Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love

But there's a nobler rest above
j

To that our longing souls aspire.

With cheerful hope and strong desire.

11 • "Blessed are they that dwell in Thy House?

l.How pleasant, how divinely fair,

Lord of hosts, thy dwellings are

!

With long desire my spirit faints,

To meet th' assemblies of thy saints.

2. Blest are the saints, who sit on high,

Around thy throne above the sky

:

Thy brightest glories shine above,

And all their work is praise and love.

3. Blest are the souls, who find a place

Within the temple of thy grace

;

There they behold thy gentler rays,

And seek thy face, and learn thy praise.

4. Blest are the men whose hearts are set

To find the way to Zion's gate
,

God is their strength; and thro' the road

They lean upon their helper, God.

5.Cheerful they walk with growing strength,

Till all shall meet in heaven at length

;

Till all before thy face appear.

And join in nobler worship there.
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Joy tn */te Hmise of God.

PcALM liXXiT.

1. Great God. attend, while Zion sings

The joy that from thy presence springs :

To spend one day with thee on earth,

Exceeds a thousand days of mirth.

2. Might I enjoy the meanest place

Within thy house, God of grace,

Xot tents of ease, nor thrones of power
Should tempt my feet to leave thy door.

3. God is our sun—he makes our day;
God is our shield—he guards our way
From all th' assaults of hell and sin,

From foes without and foes within.

4. All needful grace will God bestow,

And crown that grace with glory too

;

He gives us all things, and withholds

No real good from upright souls.

5. God. our King, whose sovereign sway
The glorious host of heaven obey,

Display thy grace, exert thy power,

Till all on earth thy name adore !

13.
Watchfulness and Prayer.

Psalm cxli. V

1. My God, accept my early vows,

Like morning incense in thy house;

And let my nightly worship rise

Sweet as the evening sacrifice.

2. Watch o'er my lips, and guard them
Lord,

From every rash and heedless word

;

Nor let my feet incline to tread

The guilty path where sinners lead.

3. 0, may the righteous, when I stray,

Smite and reprove my wandering way

!

Their gentle words, like ointment shed,

Shall never bruise, but cheer my head.

4. When I behold them pressed with grief,

I'll cry to heaven for their relief;

And. by my warm petitions, prove

How much I prize their faithful love.

14. " Return, God of Hosts

1. Lord, in the temples of thy grace

Thy saints behold thy smiling face;

And oft have seen thy glory shine,

With power and majesty divine.

2. Come, dearest Lord, thy children cry,

Our graces droop, our comforts die;

Return, and let thy glories rise

Again to our admiring eyes :

3. Till, filled with light, and joy and love,

Thy courts below, like those above,

Triumphant hallelujahs raise,

And heaven and earth resound thy

praise.

15. P8A1M lvii.

1. Be thou exalted. my God

!

Above the heavens where angels dwell;

Thy power on earth be known abroad,

And land to land thy wonders tell.

2. My heart is fixed, my song shall raise

Immortal honors to thy name;
Awake my tongue to sound his praise,

My tongue, the glory of my frame.

3. High o'er the earth his mercy reigns,

And reaches to the utmost sky;

His truth to endless years remains,

When lower worlds dissolve and die.
>

4. Be thou exalted, my God

!

Above the heavens where angels dwell;

Thy power on earth be known abroad,

And land to land thy wonders tell.
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2. Oh, that our tho'ts and thanks may rise,

As grateful incense to the skies!

And draw from heaven that calm repose,

Which none but he who feels it knows.

3. That heavenly calm within the breast

!

It is the pledge of that dear rest

Which for the church of God remains,

—

The end of cares, the end of pains.

4. In holy duties let the day,

In holy pleasures, pass away.

How sweet a Sabbath thus to spend,

In hope of one that ne'er shall end

!

1 I • Communion with Christ in Worship.

1. Far from my tho'ts, vain world, begone !

Let my religious hours alone

:

Fain would mine eyes my Saviour see
j

I wait a visit, Lord, from thee.

2. My heart grows warm with holy fire,

And kindles with a pure desire :

Come, my dear Jesus ! from above,

And feed my soul with heavenly love.

3. Blest Saviour ! what delicious fare,

How sweet thine entertainments are !

Never did angels taste, above,

Redeeming grace and dying love.

18.
" Who is this King of gloryV

PeJALM XXiv.

1. Oh, hallowed is the land, and blest,

Where Christ, the Ruler, is confessed

!

Oh, happy hearts and happy homes,

To whom the great Redeemer comes

!

2. Lift up your heads, ye mighty gates !

Behold, the King of glory waits

:

The King of kings is drawing near;

The Saviour of the world is here.

3. Fling wide the portals of your heart

:

Make it a temple set apart

From earthly use for heaven's employ,

Adorned with prayer, and love, and joy!

4. Redeemer, come ! I open wide

My soul to thee ; here, Lord, abide !

Thankful and glad my song I raise,

And give to thee a life of praise.

" 1 will that men pray everywJiere."

4. Hail, great Immanuel, all divine

!

In thee thy Father's glories shine :

Thou brightest, sweetest, fairest One
That eyes have seen, or angels known !

19.

1. Jesus, where'er thy people meet,

There they behold thy mercy-seat

;

Where'er they seek thee, thou art found,

And every place is hallowed ground.

2. For thou, within no walls confined,

Iuhabitest the humble mind

;

Such ever bring thee where they come,

And going, take thee to their home.

3. Great Shepherd of thy chosen few

!

Thy former mercies here renew

;

Here to our waiting hearts proclaim

The sweetness of thy saving name.
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/&\J» " Welcome, delightful Morn."

1. Welcome, delightful morn,

Thou day of sacred rest

!

I hail thy kind return

—

Lord, make these moments blest

:

From the low train of mortal toys,

I soar to reach immortal joys.

2. Now may the King descend,

And fill his throne of grace;

Thy scepter, Lord, extend,

While saints address thy face :

Let sinners feel thy quickening word,

And learn to know and fear the Lord.

3. Descend, celestial Dove,
With all thy quickening powers;

Disclose a Saviour's love,

And bless the sacred hours

:

Then shall my soul new life obtain,

Nor Sabbaths be enjoyed in vain.

/& 1 • " The Day that God hath Blessed."

1. Awake, ye saints, awake !

And hail this sacred day;

In loftiest songs of praise

Your joyful homage pay :

Come bless the day that God hath blest,

The type of heaven's eternal rest.

2. On this auspicious morn
The Lord of life arose

;

He burst the bars of death,

And vanquished all our foes :

And now he pleads our cause above,

And reaps the fruit of all his love.

3. All hail, triumphant Lord

!

Heaven with hosannas rings;

And earth in humbler strains,

Thy praise responsive sings

:

Worthy the Lamb that ouce was slain,

Thro' endless years to live and reign.

QQ "A Day in thy Courts."
£>£>» Psalm ixxxiv.

1. Lord of the worlds above,

How pleasant and how fair,

The dwellings of thy love,

Thine earthly temples are !

To thine abode my heart aspires,

With warm desires to see my God.

2. 0, happy souls that pray

Where God appoints to hear

!

0, happy men that pay
Their constant service there !

They praise thee still; and happy they

Who love the way to Zion's hill.

3. They go from strength to strength,

Through this dark vale of tears,

Till each arrives at length,

Till each in heaven appears :

0, glorious seat, when God our King
Shall thither bring our willing feet

!

4. The Lord his people loves

;

His hand no good withholds

From those his heart approves.

From pure and upright souls

:

Thrice happy he, God of hosts,

Whose spirit trusts alone in thee

.

Doxology.

To God the Father's throne

Your highest honors raise
;

Glory to God the Son,

To God the Spirit praise :

With all our powers, eternal King !

Thy name we sing, while faith adores.
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>0«3 # Psalm lxiii.

1. Early, my God ! without delay,

I haste to seek thy face

;

My thirsty spirit faints away,

Without thy cheering grace.

2. So pilgrims on the scorching sand,

Beneath a burning sky,

Long for a cooling stream at hand,

And they must drink or die.

3. I've seen thy glory and thy power

Through all thy temple shine :

My God ! repeat that heavenly hour,

That vision so divine.

4. Not life itself, with all its joys,

Can my best passions move,

Or raise so high my cheerful voice,

As thy forgiving love.

5. Thus, till my last, expiring day,

I'll bless my God and King :

Thus will I lift my hands to pray,

And tune my lips to sine.6«

Peace be within thee.

Psalm exxii.24.
1. How did my heart rejoice to hear

My friends devoutly say:

" In Zion let us all appear,

And keep the solemn day."

2. 1 love her gates, I love the road
;

The church, adorned with grace,

Stands like a palace built for God,

To show his milder face.

_ t= s:
=£=*=:

3. Up to her courts, with joys unknown,
The holy tribes repair

;

The Son of David holds his throne,

And sits in judgment there.

4. Peace be within this sacred place,

And joy a constant guest

!

With holy gifts and heavenly grace

Be her attendants blest

!

5. My soul shall pray for Zion still,

While life or breath remains

:

There my best friends, my kindred.dwell;

There God, my Saviour, reigns.

<£>*J* " Increase our faith.'*

1. Frequent the day of God returns

To shed its quickening beams
;

And yet how slow devotion burns !

How languid are its flames !

2 Accept our faint attempts to love;

Our follies, Lord, forgive :

We would be like thy saints above,

And praise thee while we live.

3. Increase, Lord, our faith and hope,

And fit us to ascend

Where the assembly ne'er breaks up,

And Sabbaths never end.

Doxdogy.

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,

One God, whom we adore,

Be glory as it was, is now,

And shall be evermore !
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OZ> " Peace be within thy walls."

iU, Psalm cxxii.

1. With joy we hail the sacred day
Which God hath called his own;

With joy the summons we obey

To worship at his throne.

2. Thy chosen temple, Lord, how fair

!

Where willing votaries throng

To breathe the humble, fervent prayer,

And pour the choral song.

3. Let peace within her walls be found

;

Let all her sons unite

To spread, with grateful zeal, around
Her clear and shining li«;ht.

4. Great God ! we hail the sacred day
Which thou hast called thine own;

With joy the summons we obey

To worship at thy throne.

iy^i " The day the Lord hath made."
£k I • Psalm cxviii.

1. This is the day the Lord hath made

;

He calls the hours his own :

Let heaven rejoice, let earth be glad,

And praise surround the throne.

2. To-day he rose, and left the dead,

And Satan's empire fell;

To-day the saints his triumph spread,

And all his wonders tell.

3. Hosanna to th' anointed King,
To David's holy Son

:

Help us, Lord ! descend, and bring
Salvation from thy throne.

4. Blest be the Lord who comes to men
With messages of grace;

Who comes, in God his Father's name,
To save our sinful race.

5. Hosanna in the highest strains

The church on earth can raise;

The highest heavens, in which he reigns,

Shall give him nobler praise.

C)Q " My voice shalt Thou hear in the morning."
>£0. Psalm y.

1. Lord! in the morning thou shalt hear
My voice ascending high;

To thee will I direct my prayer,

To thee lift up mine eye;

2. Up to the hills where Christ is gone,
To plead for all his saints,

Presenting at his Father's throne
Our songs and our complaints.

3. Thou art a God before whose sight
The wicked shall not stand

;

Sinners shall ne'er be thy delight,

Nor dwell at thy right hand.

i. But to thy house will I resort,

To taste thy mercies there

;

I will frequent thy holy court,

And worship in thy fear.

5. 0, may thy Spirit guide my feet
In ways of righteousness ! i

Make every path of duty straio-hfc

And plain before my face.

9Q<*•& • The Throne of Love.

1. Come, let us lift our joyful eyes
Up to the courts above

;

And smile to see our Father there,
Upon a throne of love.

2. The peaceful gates of heavenly bliss

Are opened by the Son

;

High let us raise our notes of praise,
And reach th' almighty throne.

v

^zF'lh



10 Public Worship

LISBON. S. M.

MN jJJMl J l jfgfel
Rb\d.

iztr-

1. Welcome, sweet day of rest, That saw the Lord a - rise ! Wel-come to this re

* * r~

N .s
d H

rejoicing eyes !vivin<r breast, And these rejoicing eyes !

30. JTeJcwie, stcee^ day o/ rest."

2. The King himself comes near,

And feasts his saints to-day;

Here may we sit, and see him here.

And love, and praise, and pray.

3. One day, amid the place

Where my dear Lord hath been,

Is sweeter than ten thousand days

Within the tents of sin.

4. My willing soul would stay

In such a frame as this,

And sit and sing herself away

31

To everlasting bliss.

" Give thanks unto the Lord."
Psalm xcii.

1. Sweet is the work, Lord,

Thy glorious acts to sing,

To praise thy name, and hear thy word,

And grateful offerings bring.

2. Sweet, at the dawning light,

Thy boundless love to tell
;

[night,

And, when approach the shades of

Still on the theme to dwell.

3. Sweet, on this day of rest,

To join in heart and voice [best.

With those who love and serve thee

And in thy name rejoice.

4 To songs of praise and joy

Be every Sabbath given,

That such may be our blest employ
Eternally in heaven.

*—P-

OQ " The place where Ihine honor dwelleth."

1. How charming is the place
Where my Redeemer, God,

Unvails the glories of his face,

And sheds his love abroad

!

2. Here, on the mercy-seat,

With radiant glory crowned,
Our joyful eyes behold him sit,

And smile on all around.

3. To him our prayers and cries

Our humble souls present;
He listens to our broken sighs,

And grants us every want.

4. Give me, Lord, a place

Within thy blest abode,
Among the children of thy grace,
The servants of my God.

Make ajoyful noise unto Him with psalms.
Psalm xct.33.

1. Come, sound his praise abroad,

And hymns of glory sing;

Jehovah is the sovereign God,
The universal King.

2. He formed the deeps unknown

;

He gave the seas their bound;
The watery worlds are all his own,
And all the solid ground.

3. Come, worship at his throne,

Come, bow before the Lord

:

We are his work and not our own

;

He formed us by his word.

4. To-day attend his voice,

Nor dare provoke his rod

;

Come, like the people of his choice,

And own your gracious God.
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34. Call to Praise.

1. Stand up, and bless the Lord,

Ye people of his choice

;

Stand up and bless the Lord your God,

With heart, and soul and voice.

0, for the living flame

From his own altar brought,

To touch our lips, our souls inspire,

And wing to heaven our thought

!

3. God is our strength and song,

And his salvation ours :

Then be his love in Christ proclaimed,

With all our ransomed powers.

4 Stand up and bless the Lord

;

The Lord your God adore

:

Stand up and bless his glorious name,

Henceforth, for evermore.

35.
" The Head-stone of the Corner?

Psalm cxviii.

1. See what a living stone

The builders did refuse !

Yet God hath built his church thereon.

In spite of envious Jews.

2. The scribe and angry priest

Reject thine only Son
;

Yet on this rock shall Zion rest,

As the chief corner-stone.

3. The work, Lord, is thine,

And wondrous in our eyes

:

This day declares it all divine,

This day did Jesus rise.

4. This is the glorious day
That our Redeemer made :

Let us rejoice, and sing, and pray;

Let all the church be glad.

5. Hosanna to the King,
Of David's royal blood !

Bless him, ye saints ! he comes to brim
Salvation from your God.

36.
TJie Mountain of his Holiness"

Psalm xlviii.

1. Great is the Lord our God,
And let his praise be great;

He makes his churches his abode,

His most delightful seat.

2. These temples of his grace

—

How beautiful they stand !

The honors of our native place,

And bulwarks of our land.

3. In Zion God is known
A refuge in distress

;

How bright has his salvation shone
Through all her palaces

4. Oft have our fathers told,

Our eyes have often seen,

How well our God secures the fold

Where his own sheep have been.

5. In every new distress

We'll to his house repair;

We'll think upon his wondrous grace,

And seek deliverance there.

37.
Brief Ascription of Praise, from

Psalm cxvii.

1. Thy name, almighty Lord,

Shall sound through distant lands

;

Great is thy grace, and sure thy word

Thy truth forever stands.

2. Far be thine honor spread,

And long thy praise endure,

Till morning light and evening shade

Shall be exchanged no more.
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QQ " Xe( lis go into the house of the Lord."
OO t Psalm cxxii.

1. How pleased and blest was I

To hear the people cry,

M Come, let us seek our God to-day!"

Yes. with a cheerful zeal

"We haste to Zion's hill,

And there our vows and honors pay.

2. Zion, thrice happy place.

Adorned with wondrous grace,

And walls of strength embrace thee round
In thee our tribes appear

To pray, and praise, and hear

The sacred Gospel's joyful sound.

3. May peace attend thy gate,

And joy within thee wait

To bless the soul of every guest

:

The man who seeks thy peace,

And wishes thine increase,

A thousand blessings on him rest!

4. My tongue repeats her vows,

"Peace to this sacred house !"

For here my friends and kindred dwell;

And since my glorious God
Makes thee his blest abode,

My soul shall ever love thee well.

r

2. Upheld by thy commands,
The world securely stands,

And skies and stars obey thy word

:

Thy throne was fixed on high
Before the starry sky :

Eternal is thy kingdom, Lord

!

3. Let floods and nations rage,

And all their powers engage :

t'Let swelling tides assault the sky

:

The terrors of thy frown
Shall beat their madness down :

Thy throne for ever stands on high.

4. Thy promises are true

;

Thy grace is ever new

;

There fixed, thy church shall ne'er remove
Thy saints, with holy fear,

Shall in thy courts appear.

And sing thine everlasting love.

1 Jehovah reigns.'39.

1. The Lord Jehovah reigns,

And royal state maintains,

His head with awful glories crowned
;

Arrayed in robes of light,

Begirt with sovereign might,

And rays of majesty around.

40.
Christian Concord.
Psalm cxxxiiL r

1. How pleasant 'tis to see

Kindred and friends agree;

—

Each in his proper station move,

And each fulfill his part,

With sympathizing heart,

In all the cares of life and love

!

2. Like fruitful showers of rain,

That water all the plain,

Descending from the neighboring hills,

Such streams of pleasure roll

Through every friendly soul,

Where love, like heavenly dew, distills.
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^xl. Joyful be the Hours to-day.

1. Joyful be the hours to-day;

Joyful let the seasons be;

Let us sing, for well we may

:

Jesus! we will sing of thee.

2. Should thy people silent be,

Then the very stones would sing

:

What a debt we owe to thee,

Thee our Saviour, thee our King !

3. 'Tis thy grace alone can save;

Every blessing comes from thee

—

All we have, and hope to have,

All we are, and hope to be.

4. Thine the Name to sinners dear

!

Thine the Name all names before !

Blessed here and everywhere

;

Blessed now and evermore !

42
j

" The Heavenly theme."

Now begin the heavenly theme,

SiDg aloud of Jesus' name;
Ye who his salvation prove,

Triumph in redeeming love.

2. Mourning souls, dry up your tears,

Banish all your guilty fears :

See your guilt and curse remove,

Canceled by redeeming love.

3. Welcome, all by sin oppressed,

Welcome to his sacred rest

:

Nothing brought him from above,

Nothing but redeeming love.

sing of thee.

:p: i
4. Hither, then, your music bring,

Strike aloud each joyful string:

Mortals, join the hosts above,

Join to praise redeeming love

!

~tO. " Her saints shall shout aloudforjoy."

1. Sweet the time, exceeding sweet I

When the saints together meet,

When the Saviour is the theme,
When they join to sing of him.

2. Sing we then eternal love,

Such as did the Father move

:

He beheld the world undone,
Loved the world, and gave his Soa.

3. Sing the Son's amazing love;

How he left the realms above,

Took our nature and our place,

Lived and died to save our race-

4. Sing we, too, the Spirit's love

;

With our stubborn hearts he strove,

Filled our minds with grief and fear,

Brought the precious Saviour near.

5. Sweet the place, exceeding sweet,

Where the saints in glory meet;
Where the Saviour's still the theme,.

Where they see and sing of him

Doxology.

Sing we to our God above
Praise eternal as his love;

Praise him, all ye heavenly host-
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
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44, Psalm cxlvi,

1. I'll praise my Maker with my breath;

And when my voice is lost in death,

Praise shall employ my nobler powers :

My days of praise shall ne'er be past,

While life and thought and being last,

Or immortality eudures.

2. Happy the man whose hopes rely

On Israel's God ; he made the sky,

And earth ,and seas,with all their train

:

His truth for ever stands secure

;

He saves th' oppressed, he feeds the poor.

And none shall find his promise vain.

3. The Lord hath eyes to give the blind

;

The Lord supports the sinking mind
;

He sends the lab'ring conscience peace;

He helps the stranger in distress,

The widow and the fatherless,

And grants the pris'uer sweet release.

4. He loves his saints, he knows them well,

But turns the wicked down to hell

:

Thy God, O Zion, ever reigns !

Let every tongue, let every age,

In this exalted work engage :

Praise him in everlasting strains.

5. I'll praise him while he lends me breath
;

And when my voice is lost in death.

Praise shall employ my nobler powers

:

My days of praise shall ne'er be past,

While life and thought and being last.

Or immortality endures.

4tt/ # Psalm xix. J^
1. I love the volume of thy word.
What light and joy those leaves afford

To souls benighted and distressed

!

Thy precepts guide my doubtful way,
Thy fear forbids my feet to stray,

Thy promise leads my heart to rest.

2. Thy threat'nings wake my slumb'ring eyet

And warn me where my danger lies;

But 'tis thy blessed gospel. Lord,

That makes my guilty conscience clean,

Converts my soul, subdues my sin.

And gives a free, but large reward.

]. Who knows the errors of his thoughts?

My God ! forgive my secret faults.

And from presumptuous sins restrain .

Accept my poor attempts of praise,

That I have read thy book of grace,

And book of nature not in vain.

Doxology.

Now to the great and sacred Three,

The Father, Son. and Spirit, be

Eternal praise and glory given,

—

Thro' all the worlds where God is known,

By all the angels near the throne,

And all the saints in earth and heaven !
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Ye nations round the earth, re-joice Before the Lord, your sovereign Kin<
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1. Ye nations round the earth, rejoice

Before the Lord, your sovereign King
Serve him with cheerful heart and voice

With all your tongues his glory siDg.

2. The Lord is God; 'tis he alone

Doth life, and breath, and being give

:

We are his work, and not our own

;

The sheep that on his pastures live.

3 Enter his gates with songs of joy,

With praises to his courts repair;

And make it your divine employ
To pay your thanks and honors there.

4. The Lord is good, the Lord is kind.

Great is his grace, his mercy sure

;

And the whole race of men shall find

f—

f

4. And will this glorious Lord descend
To be my Father and my Friend ?

Then let my songs with angels' join;
Heaven is secure, if God is mine.

Providence and Grace of God.
Psalm xxxvi.

His truth from age to age endure.

,

The. Glory of Jehovah.
Psalm xcvii.47.

Jehovah reigns ; his throne is high,

His robes are light and majesty
;

His glory shines with beams so bright,

No mortal can sustain the sight.

2. His terrors keep the world in awe;
His justice guards his holy law

;

His love reveals a smiling face;

His truth and promise seal the grace.

3. Thro' all his works what wisdom shines!

He baffles Satan's deep designs;

His power is sovereign to fulfill

The noblest counsels of his will.

48.

1. High in the heavens, eternal God !

Thy goodness in full glory shines

;

Thy truth shall break thro* every cloud
That vails and darkens thy desigus.

2. For ever firm thy justice stands,

As mountains their foundations keep;
Wise are the wonders of thy hands

;

Thy judgments are a mighty deep.

3. My God, how excellent thy grace !

Whence all our hope and comfort
The sons of Adam, in distress, [springs

;

Fly to the shadow of thy wings.

4. From the provisions of thy house
We shall be fed with sweet repast;

There mercy, like a river, flows,

And brings salvation to our taste.

5. Life, like a fountain rich and free,

Springs from the presence of my Lord
;

And in thy light our souls shall see

The glories promised in thy word.

Doxology.

To God the Father, God the Son,

And God the Spirit, Three in One,
Be honor, praise, and glory given,

By all on earth, and all in heaven!
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41 c/. Gfon/ to the Grace of Qod.

1. Now to the Lord a noble song

:

Awake, my soul ! awake, my tongue!
Hosanna to th' eternal Name,
And all his boundless love proclaim !

2. See where it shines in Jesus' face,

The brightest image of bis grace :

God, in the person of his Son,

Has all his mightiest works outdone.

3. Grace !
—

'tis a sweet, a charming theme;
My thoughts rejoice at Jesus' name :

Ye angels, dwell upon the sound

;

Ye heavens, reflect it to the ground

!

4. O, may I live to reach the place

Where he unvails his lovely face

!

Where I his beauties shall behold,

And sing his name to harps of gold

!

K1 "Who can show forth His Praise /"
f eJI • Psalm ctL

1. 0, render thanks to God above,

The fountain of eternal love;

Whose mercy firm, thro' ages past,

Hath stood, and shall forever last.

2.Who can his mighty deeds express

—

Not only vast, but numberless

!

What mortal eloquence can raise

His tribute of immortal praise

!

3. Extend to me that favor, Lord,

Thou to thy chosen dost afford
;

When thou return'st to set them free,

Let thy salvation visit me.

4. O, render thanks to God above,

The fountain of eternal love :

His mercy firm, through ages past,

Hath stood, and shall forever last.

50.
Bless the Lord, O my Soul

Psalm ciii.

1. Bless, my soul, the living God

:

Call home thy tho'ts that rove abroad :

Let all the powers within me join

In work and worship so divine.

2. Bless, my soul ! the God of grace

;

His favors claim thy highest praise :

Why should the wonders he hath
wrought

Be lost in silence, and forgot ?

3. 'Tis he, my soul, that sent his Son
To die for crimes which thou hast done

;

He owns the ransom, and forgives

The hourly follies of our lives.

4. Let every land his power confess

;

Let all the earth adore his grace

:

My heart and tongue with rapture join

In work and worship so divine.

, 52.
" Loud Hallelujahs to the Lord:

PaALM cxlviii.

1. Loud hallelujahs to the Lord,

From distant worlds where creatures

dwell!

Let heaven begin the solemn word,

And sound it dreadful down to hell.

2. Wide as his vast dominion lies,

Make the Creator's name be known,
Loud as his thunder, shout his praise,

And sound it lofty as his throne.

3. Jehovah—'tis a glorious word !

0, may it dwell on every tongue !

But saints who best have known the Lord

Are bound to raise the Eoblest song.

4. Speak of the wonders of that love

Which Gabriel plays on every chord :

From all below, and all above,

Loud hallelujahs to the Lord

!
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Awake, my tongue,thy tribute bring To Him who pave thee pow'r to sing: Praise Him who
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has all praise above, The source of wisdom and of love, The source of wisdom and of love.

53. " God only Wise."

1. Awake, my tongue, thy tribute bring

To Him who gave thee power to sing;

Praise Him, who has all praise above,

The source of wisdom and of love.

2. How vast his knowledge ! how profound !

A depth where all our thoughts are

drowned !

The stars he numbers, and their names
He gives to all those heavenly flames.

3. Thro' each bright world above, behold
Ten thousand thousand charms unfold

j

Earth, air and mighty seas combine,
To speak his wisdom all divine.

4. But in redemption. 0. what grace !

Its wonders, 0. what tho't can trace !

Here wisdom shines forever bright

:

Praise Him, my soul, with sweet delight.

M" Every Day will I Bless Tliec."

. Psalm cxlv.

1. My God. my King, thy various praise

Shall fill the remnant of my days;

Thy grace employ my humble tongue,

Till death aud glory raise the song.

2. The wings of every hour shall bear

Some thankful tribute to thine ear

;

And every setting sun shall see

New works of duty done for thee.

3. Let distant times and nations raise

The long succession of thy praise;

And unborn ages make my song

The joy and triumph of their tongue.

r. Bat who can speak thy wondrous deeds ?

Thy greatness all our thoughts exceeds;
Vast and unsearchable thy ways !

Vast and immortal be thy praise !

VDO, Johx iv. 21—23.

1. Thou to whom, in ancient time,

The psalmist's sacred harp was strung,

Whom kings adored in song sublime,

And prophets praised with glowing

tongue.

2. Not now on Zion's height alone,

The favored worshiper may dwell;

Nor where, at sultry noon, thy Son
Sat, weary, by the patriarch's well.

3. From every place below the skies,

The grateful song, the fervent prayer,

The incense of the heart may rise

To heaven, and find acceptance there.

4. O Thou to whom, in ancient time,

The holy prophet's harp was strung,

To thee at last, in every clime,

Shall temples rise, and praise be sung.

DO. Tru Glory of God.

1. Come, O my soul ! in sacred lays,

Attempt thy great Creator's praise

:

But, 0, wrhat tongue can speak his fame !

What mortal verse can reach the theme !

2. Enthroned amid the radiant spheres,

He glory, like a garment, wears;

To form a robe of light divine,

Ten thousand suns around him shine.

3. In all our Maker's grand designs,

Almighty power, with wisdom, shines;

His works, thro' all his wondrous frame.

Declare the glory of his name.

4. Raised on devotion's lofty wing,

Do thou, my soul, his glories sing;

And let his praise employ thy tongue,
Till listening worlds shall join the song
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LYONS. 10s & lis. Or 5s & 6s.
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0, worship the King all glo-rious a-bove; 0. grate-ful - ly sing his pow'randhis love!

Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of Davs, Pavilioned in splendor. and girded with praise.
•
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57. " TJ7io is like unto the Lord our God ?'

1. O, worship the King all glorious above
;

O, gratefully sing his power and his love !

Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of 3. Salvation to God, who sits on the throne,

The great congregation his triumph shall

sing,

Ascribing salvation to Jesus our King.

Days,
Pavilioned in splendor, and girded with

praise.

2. O, tell of his might, O, sing of his grace,

Whose robe is the light, whose canopy,
space

!

His chariots of wrath the deep thunder
clouds form,

And dark is his path on the wings of the
storm.

3. Thy bountiful care what tongue can recite ?

It breathes in the air, it shines in the
light,

It streams from the hills, it descends to

the plains,

And sweetly distills in the dew and the
rains.

4. Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail,

In thee do we trust, nor find thee to fail

;

Thy mercies bow tender ! how firm to

the end!
Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer and

Friend.

Let all cry aloud, and honor the Son

;

The praises of Jesus the angels proclaim,
Fall down on their faces, and worship

the Lamb.

4. Then let us adore, and give him his

right,

All glory and power, and wisdom and
might

;

All honor and blessing, with angels above.

And thanks never ceasing, for infinite

love.

59. " 0, Praise ye the Lord.

58.
Salvation to oar God:

Rev. vii. 10.

1. O, praise ye the Lord ! prepare your glad

voice

His praise in the great assembly to sing

;

In their Creator let all men rejoice,

And heirs of salvation be glad in their

King.

2. Let them his great name devoutly adore
;

In loud-swelling strains his praises ex-

press,

Who graciously opens his bountiful store.

Their wants to relieve, and his child:- a

to bless.

1 . Ye servants of God, your Master proclaim
And publish abroad his wonderful name

;

The name all-victorious of Jesus extol

;

3. With glory adorned, his people shall sing

To God, who defence and plenty sup-

olics *

His kingdom is glorious, he rules over all. j^^ acclamations to him> their great

2. God ruleth on high, almighty to save
;

Through earth shall be sounded, and reach

And still he is nigh—his presence we have ; |
to the skies.
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60.

1. Come, thou almighty King,

Help us thy name to sing,

Help us to praise :

Father ! all-glorious,

O'er all victorious,

Come and reign over us,

Ancient of Days

!

2. Come, thou incarnate Word

!

Gird on thy mighty sword;

Our prayer attend

;

Come, and thy people bless,

And give thy word success

:

Spirit of holiness

!

On us descend.

3. Come, holy Comforter !

Thy sacred witness bear,

Id this glad hour :

Thou, who almighty art,

Now rule in every heart,

And ne'er from us depart,

Spirit of power !

4. To the great One in Three,

The highest praises be,

Hence evermore !

His sovereign majesty

•May we in glory see,

And to eternity

Love and adore.

61.

1. God of the morning ray,

God of the rising day,

Glorious in power

!

In thee we live and move,
And thus we daily prove

Thy condescending love

Each passing hour.

2. God of our feeble race,

God of redeeming grace,

Spirit all-blest !

Our own eternal Friend,

Thy guardian influence lend,

From every snare defend

—

In thee we rest.

O-w. Psalm cl.

1. Praise ye Jehovah's name

;

Praise through his courts proclaim

Rise and adore

;

High o'er the heavens above,

Sound his great acts of love,

While his rich grace we prove,

Vast as his power.

2. Now let the trumpet raise

Sounds of triumphant praise,

Wide as his fame
;

There let the harp be found;

Organs, with solemn sound,

Roll your deep notes around,

Filled with his name.

3. While his high praise you sing,

Shake every sounding string
;

Sweet the accord !

He vital breath bestows;

Let every breath that flows,

His noblest fame disclose :

Praise ye the Lord.
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Blest be thou, God of Is - rael! Thou, our Fa-ther and our Lord!
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/I*Q -^"^ David said, " Blessed be Thau."
OO. 1 Chron. xxix ; 10-23.

1. Blest be thou, O God of Israel

!

Thou, our Father and our Lord !

Majesty is thine for ever;

Ever be thy name adored.

2. Thine, Lord, are power and greatness;

Glory, victory, are thine own

;

All is thine in earth and heaven,

Over all thy boundless throne.

3. Riches come of thee, and honor

:

Power and might to thee belong;

Thine it is to make us prosper,

Only thine to make us strong.

4. Lord, our God, for these thy bounties,

Hymns of gratitude we raise;

To thy name, fur ever glorious,

Ever we address our praise.

Praise to Jehovah.64.
. Pbaise to thee, thou great Creator !

Praise to thee from every tongue :

Join, my soul, with every creature,

Join the universal song.

L Father, Source of all compassion,

Pure, unbounded grace is thine

:

Hail the God of our salvation !

Praise him for his love divine.

I. For ten thousand blessings given,

For the hope of future joy,

Sound his praise thro' earth and heaven,

Sound Jehovah's praise on high.

4. Joyfully on earth adore him,
Till in heaven our song we raise

;

There, enraptured, fall before him,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise.

Prayer for the Saviour's guidance.65.

1. Gently, Lord ! oh, gently lead us
Through this lonely vale of tears

;

Through the changes thou'st decreed us,

Till our last great change appears.

2. When temptation's darts assail us,

When in devious paths we stray,

Let thy goodness never fail us

;

Lead us in thy perfect way.

3. In the hour of pain and anguish,

In the hour when death draws near,

Suffer not our hearts to languish,

Suffer not our souls to fear.

4. And, when mortal life is ended

Bid us on thy bosom rest;

Till, by angel-bands attended,

We awake among the blest.

Doxdogy.

Praise the God of our salvation,

Praise the Father's boundless- love

Praise the Lamb, our expiation;

Praise the Spirit from above :

Praise the Fountain of salvation,

Him by whom our spirits live;

Undivided adoration

To the one Jehovah give

!
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I would commune with thee.

00. Cfc«e o/tt« Sabbath.

1. Softly fades the twilight ray

Of the holy Sabbath day

;

Gently as life's setting sun,

When the Christian's course is run.

2. Peace is on the world abroad

;

'Tis the holy peace of God
;

Symbol of the peace within,

When the spirit rests from sin.

3. Still the Spirit lingers near.

Where the eveniug worshiper

Seeks communion with the skies,

Pressing onward to the prize.

4. Saviour, may our Sabbaths be

Days of peace and joy in thee

!

Till in heaven our souls repose.

Where the Sabbath ne'er shall close.

67.
1. Thou, from whom we never part,

Thou, whose love is everywhere,

Thou, who seest every heart.

Listen to our evening prayer.

2. Father, fill our hearts with love,

Love unfailing, full and free;

Love that no alarm can move.

Love that ever rests on thee.

3. Heavenly Father ! thro' the night

Keep us safe from every ill

;

Cheerful as the morning light,

May we wake to do thy will.

DO. 1 Corinthians ii : 4.

1. Father, bless thy word to all,

Quick and powerful let it prove;

Oh, may sinners hear thy call,

Let thy people grow in love.

2. Thine own gracious message bless,

Follow it with power divine :

Give the gospel great success.

Thine the work, the glory thine.

3. Father, bid the world rejoice,

Send, oh. send thy truth abroad;

Let the nations hear thy voice,

Hear it and return to God.

4. Sing we to our God above

Praise eternal as his love

:

Praise him, all ye heavenly host

—

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

69.
1. Softly now the light of day

Fades upon my sight away
j

Free from care, from labor free,

Lord, I would commune with thee.

2. Soon, for me, the light of day

Shall for ever pass away :

Then, from sin and sorrow free,

Take me, Lord, to dwell with thee.

Boxology.

Sixg we to our God above

Praise eternal as his love

:

Praise him, all ye heavenly host-

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
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70. -Lord, dismiss us with thy Blessing?"

Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing,

Fill our hearts with joy and peace;

Let us each thy love possessing,

Triumph in redeeming grace :

O, refresh us,

Trav'lim through this wilderness

!

2. Thanks we give, and adoration,

For thy Gospel's joyful sound;

May the fruits of thy salvation

In our hearts and lives abound

;

May thy presence

With us evermore be found.

71 " Keep us, Lord!

1. Keep us, Lord, 0, keep us ever

!

Vain our hope, if left by thee;

We are thine ; 0, leave us never,

Till thy glorious face we see !

Then to praise thee

Through a bright eternity.

2. Precious is thy word of promise,

Precious to thy people here

;

Never take thy presence from us,

Jesus, Saviour, still be near :

Living, dying,

May thy name our spirits cheer.

72.

1. Guide me, thou great Jehovah,

Pilgrim through this barren land

;

I am weak, but thou art mighty
;

Hold me with thy powerful hand

:

Bread of heaven,

Feed me till I want no more.

2. Open thou the crystal fountain,

Whence the healing streams do flow;

Let the fiery, cloudy pillar

Lead me all my journey through :

•Strong Deliverer,

Be thou still my strength and shield.

3. WT
hen I tread the verge of Jordan,

Bid my anxious fears subside

;

Death of death ! and hell's Destruction,

Land me safe on Canaan's side

Songs of praises

I will ever give to thee.

73. The Pilgrim's Prayer.

[Another form of the preceding Hymn.]

1. Shepherd of thine Israel ! lead us,

Pilgrims o'er this barren sand

;

Thou who hast from bondage freed us,

Guard us by thine outstretched hand

Guide thy chosen

Safely to the promised land

2. Feed us with the heavenly manna

;

Fainting, may we feel thy might;

Go before us as our banner,

Cloud by day and fire by night

:

Great lledeemer,

Shine around us—thou art light

3. When we come to death's dark river,

Bid the swelling stream divide;

Thou who canst our life deliver.

Bear us through the sundered tide :

Praises, praises

Will we sinjr on Canaan's side

!

74. Parting Hymn.

God of our salvation, hear us;

Bless, 0, bless us, ere we go
;

WT
hen we join the world, be near us,

Lest we cold and careless grow :

Saviour, keep us,

Keep us safe from every foe.
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THE LAST BEAM. Hymn 75.
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UXBRIDGE. L. M. Dr. L. Mason.
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1. Tlie heavens declare thy glo - ry, Lord ; In ev - 'ry star thy wis - dom shines;
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But when our eyes be-hold thy word. A\ e read thy name in fair - er lines.
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/U, Psalm xix.

2. The rolling sun. the changing light,

And night, and day. thy power confess

;

But the blest volume thou hast writ

Reveals thy justice and thy grace.

3. Sun, moon, and stars convey thy praise

Round the whole earth,and never stand;

So when thy truth began its race,

It touched and glanced on every land.

4. Nor shall thy spreading gospel rest,

Till thro' the world thy truth hnth run
;

Till Christ hath all the nations blest

That see the light, or feel the sun.

The Gospel.77.

1. God, in the gospel of his Son,

Makes his eternal counsels known :

Here love in all its glory shines,

And truth is drawn in fairest lines.

2. Here sinners, of an humble frame,

May taste his grace and learn his name
;

May read, in characters of blood,

The wisdom, power, and grace of God.

3. Here faith reveals to mortal eyes

A brighter world beyond the skies;

Here shines the light which guides our way
From earth to realms of endless day.

4. Oh, grant us grace, almighty Lord!

To read, and mark thy holy word :

Its truths with meekness to receive,

And by its holy precepts live.

78.

1. Great Sun of Righteousness, arise!

Bless the dark world with heavenly

Thy gospel makes the simple wise, [light

:

Thy laws are pure,thy judgments right

2. Thy noblest wonders here we view

In souls renewed, and sins forgiven
,

Lord, cleanse my sins, my soul renew,

And make thy word my guide to heaven.

79.

1. Now let my soul, eternal King,

To thee its grateful tribute bring;

My knee with humble homage bow,

My tongue perform its solemn vow.

2. All nature sings the boundless love,

In worlds below, and worlds above

;

But in thy blessed word I trace

Diviner wonders of thy grace.

3. Here what delightful truths I read !

Here I behold the Saviour bleed;

His name salutes my listening ear,

Revives my heart and checks my fear.

4. Here Jesus bids my sorrows cease,

And gives my laboring conscience peace,

Here lifts my grateful passions high,

And points to mansions in the sky.

5. For love like this, oh, let my song

Thro' endless years, thy praise prolong;

Let distant climes thy name adore,

Till time and nature are no more.
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MAHLOW. C. M.
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keep the conscience clean.
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OU. Psalm cxix.

2. 'Tis like the sun, a heavenly light,

That guides us all the day;

And. through the dangers of the night,

A lamp to lead our way.

3. Thy precepts make me truly wise :

I hate the sinners' road
;

I hate my own vain thoughts that rise,

But love thy law, my God

!

4. Thy word is everlasting truth,

How pure is every page !

Thy holy book shall guide our youth,

And well support our age.

81. Deligld in the Scriptures.

1. Father of mercies, in thy word
What endless glory shices !

For ever be thy name adored

For these celestial lines.

2. Here my Redeemer's welcome voice

Spreads heavenly peace around
;

And life and everlasting joys

Attend the blissful sound.

3. Oh, may these heavenly pages be

My ever dear delight

;

And still new beauties may I see,

And still increasing light

!

4. Divine Instructor, gracious Lord,

Be thou for ever near

;

Teach me to love thy sacred word,

And view my Saviour there.

O& . " Thy Word u a lamp unto my feet."

1. How precious is the book divine,

By inspiration given !

Bright as a lamp its doctrines shine,

To guide our souls to heaven.

2. It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts,

In this dark vale of tears;

Life, light, and joy it still imparts,

And quells our rising fears.

3. This lamp, through all the tedious night

Of life, shall guide our way

;

Till we behold the clearer light

Of an eternal day.

83. The Bible the Light of the World.

1. A glory gilds the sacred page,

Majestic, like the sun :

It gives a light to every age

;

It gives, but borrows none.

2. The hand that gave it still supplies

The gracious light and heat;

Its truths upon the nations rise

;

They rise, but never set.

3. Let everlasting thanks be thine

For snch a bright display,

As makes a world of darkness shine

With beams of heavenly day.

4. My soul rejoices to pursue

The steps of him I love,

Till glory breaks upon my view

In brighter worlds above !
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H
Q J The Majesty of Jehovah.
O-r. Psalm lxviii.

1. Kingdoms and thrones to God belong;

Crown him, ye nations, in your song :

His wondrous name and pow'r rehearse

;

His honors shall enrich your verse.

2. He rides and thunders thro' the sky

;

His name, Jehovah, sounds on high :

Praise him aloud, ye sons of grace;

Ye saints, rejoice before his face.

3. God is our shield, our joy, our rest;

God is our King, proclaim him blest

:

When terrors rise, when nations faint,

He is the strength of every saint.

The All-seeing God.
Psalm exxxix.85.

1. Lord, thou hast searched and seen me
through;

Thine eye commands with piercing view,

My rising and my resting hours,

My heart and flesh with all their pow'rs.

2. My thoughts, before they are my own,
Are to my God distinctly known

;

He knows the words I mean to speak,

Ere from my opening lips they break.

3. "Within thy circling pow'r I stand;

On every side I find thy hand :

Awake, asleep, at home, abroad,

I am surrounded still with God.

4. Amazing knowledge, vast and
What large extent!

rreat

what lofty height

!

My soul, with all the powers I boast,

Is in the boundless prospect lost.

5. 0, may these thoughts possess my breast,

Where'er I rove, where'er I rest!

Nor let my weaker passions dare

Consent to sin, for God is there.

00* "Be still, and know that 1 am God,*'

l.WAIT, my soul, thy Maker's will

!

Tumultuous passions, all be still

;

Nor let a murm'ring thought arise :

His ways are just, his counsels wise.

2. He in the thickest darkness dwells,

Performs his work, the cause conceals

;

And, tho' his footsteps are unknown,
Judgment and truth support his throne.

3. In heaven, and earth, and air. and seas,

He executes his firm decrees ;

And by his saints it stands confessed,

That what he does is ever best.

4. Wait, then, my soul, submissive wait,

With reverence bow before his seat;

And, 'rnid the terrors of his rod,

Trust in a wise and gracious God.

" I sought the Lord, and He Heard Me.*
Psalm xxxiv.87.

1. Lord, I will bless thee all my days,

Thy praise shall dwell upon my
tongue

:

My soul shall glory in thy grace,

While saints rejoice to hear the song.

2. Come, magnify the Lord with me;
Come, let us all exalt his name

:

I sought th' eternal God, and he

Has not exposed my hope to shame.

3. 1 told him all my secret grief,

My secret groaning reached his ears

;

He gave my inward pains relief,

And calmed the tumult of my fears.

4. His holy angels pitch their tents

Around the men who serve the Lord

;

0, fear and love him, all ye saints !

Taste of his grace and trust his word
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Lord, how mys-te-rious are thy ways ! How blind are we ! how mean our praise
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1. Lord, how mysterious are thy ways !

How blind are we ! how mean our praise I

Thy steps, can mortal eyes explore ?
;
Tis ours to wonder and adore.

2. Great God ! I would not ask to sec

What in my coming life shall be;

Enough for me, if love divine

At length thro' every cloud shall shine.

3. Are darkness and distress my share ?

Then let me trust thy guardian care;

If light aud bliss attend my days,

Then let my future hours be praise.

4. Yet this my soul desires to know,

Be this my only wish below,

That Christ be mine ;—this great request

Grant, bounteous God, and I am blest

!

T

4. When doubts disturb my troubled breast,

And all is dark as night to me,
Here, as on solid rock, I rest;

That so it seemcth good to thee.

5 Be this my joy, that evermore
Thou rulest all things at thy will;

Thy sovereign wisdom I adore,

And calmly, sweetly, trust thee stilL

Omnipresence..

Psalm lxxxiv : 11.

89. How unsearchable are Tliy judgments !'

1. Lord, my weak tho't in vain would climb

To search the starry vault profound :

In vain would wing her flight sublime,

To find creation's outmost bound.

2. But weaker yet that thought must prove

To search thy great eternal plan,

—

Thy sovereign counsels, born of love

Long ages ere the world began.

3. When my dim reason would demand
Why that, or this, thou dost ordain,

By some vast deep I seem to stand.

Whose secrets I must ask in vain.

90.

1. Lord of all being ! throned afar.

Thy glory flames from sun and star;

Center and soul of every sphere,

Yet to each loving heart how near

!

2. Sun of our life, thy quickening ray

Sheds on our path the glow of day

;

Star of our hope, thy softened light

Cheers the long watches of the night.

3. Our midnight is thy smile withdrawn

,

Our noontide is thy gracious dawn

;

Our rainbow arch thy mercy's sign
;

All, save the clouds of sin, are thine !

4. Lord of all life, below, above, [love.

Whose light is truth, whose warmth is

Before thy ever-blazing throne

We ask no luster of our own.

5. Grant us thy truth to make us free,

And kindling hearts that burn for thee.

Till all thy living altars claim

One holy light, one heavenly flame !
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91. Habitual Devotion.

1. While thee I seek, protecting Power !

Be my vain wishes stilled

;

And may this consecrated hour

With better hopes be filled !

Thy love the power of thought bestow'd.

To thee my thoughts would soar *

Thy mercy o'er my life has flow'd

;

That mercy I adore.

2. In each event of life, how clear

Thy ruling hand I see !

Each blessing to my soul more dear,

Because conferred by thee :

In every joy that crowns my days,

In every pain I bear,

My heart shall find delight in praise,

Or seek relief in prayer.

3. When gladness wings my favored hour,

Thy love my thoughts shall fill;

Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower,

My soul shall meet thy will

:

My lifted eye, without a tear,

The gathering storm shall see

;

My steadfast heart shall know no fear,

That heart will rest on thee.

92. The Qod of my Life.

Father of mercies ! God of love !

My Father and my God !

I'll sing the honors of thy name,

And spread thy praise abroad

:

In every period of my life

Thy thoughts of love appear

;

Thy mercies gild each transient scene,

And crown each passing year.

2. In all thy mercies, may my soul

A Father's bounty see;

Nor let the gifts thy grace bestows

Estrange my heart from thee :

Teach me, in times of deep distress,

To own thy hand, God !

And in submissive silence learn

The lessons of thy rod.

3. Through every period of my life,

Each bright, each clouded scene,

Give me a meek and humble mind
Still equal and serene :

Then may I close my eyes in death,

Iledeemed from anxious fear;

For death itself, my God, is life,

If thou be with me there.

93. Benevolence of GocT$ decrees.

1. Since all the varying scenes of time

God's watchful eye surveys,

0. who so wise to choose our lot,

Or to appoint our ways !

Good, when he gives, supremely good
;

Nor less when he denies;

Ev'n crosses from his sovereign hand,

Are blessings in disguise.

2. Why should we doubt a Father's love,

So constant and so kind !

To his unerring, gracious will,

Be every wish resigned.

In thy fair book of life divine,

My God, inscribe my name

;

There let it fill some humble place

Beneath my Lord the Lamb

!



God's Providence 90

BROWN. CM Wm. B. Beadbcrt.
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«./T. Remembrance of Divine Mercies.

2. Uxnumbered comforts on my soul

Thy tender care bestowed,

Before my infant heart conceived

From whence those comforts flowed.

3. When, in the slippery paths of youth,

With heedless step I ran,

Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe,

And led me up to man.

4. Ten thousand, thousand precious gifts

My daily thanks employ;

Nor is the least a cheerful heart,

That tastes those gifts with joy.

5. Through every period of my life

Thy goodness I'll pursue;

And. after death, in distant worlds,

The glorious theme renew.

6. Through all eternity to thee

A joyful song Fll raise;

But, oh ! eternity's too short

To utter all thy praise.

%J 1), " How are thy servants blest, O Lord!"

1. How are thy servants blest, Lord

!

How sure is their defense !

Eternal wisdom is their guide,

Their help, omnipotence.

2. In foreign realms, and lands remote,

Supported by thy care,

Thro' burning climes they pass unhurt,

And breathe in tainted air.

3. When by the dreadful tempest borne

High on the broken wave,

They know thou art not slow to hear,

Nor impotent to save.

4. The storm is laid, the winds retire,

Obedient to thy will;

The sea. that roars at thy command,
At thy command is still.

5. In midst of dangers, fears, and dea:hs,

Thy goodness I'll adore

;

I'll praise thee for thy mercies past,

And humbly hope for more.

6. My life, while thou preserv'st that life,

Thy sacrifice shall be

;

And death, when death shall be my lot,

Shall join my soul to thee.

t/D • " Thrice H-ly Lord."

1. Holy and reverend is the name
Of our eternal King;

"Thrice holy Lord V the angels cry;.

"Thrice holy!" let us sing.

2. The deepest reverence of the mind,
Pay, my soul ! to God

;

Lift, with thy hands, a holy heart,

To his sublime abode.

3. With sacred awe pronounce his name;
Whom words nor thoughts can reach;

A broken heart shall please him mover

Than noblest forms of speech.

4. Thou holy God ! preserve my soul

From all pollution free

;

The pure in heart are thy delightr
And they thy face shall see.



30 God: our Dwelling Place

WINDSOR. C, M. Scotch I'salter.
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" Our dwelling place, in all generations."

PSALM XC.

2. Before the hills in order stood,

Or earth received her frame,

From everlasting thou art God,
To endless years the same.

3 Thy word commands our flesh to dust

:

"Return, ye sons of men;"
All nations rose from earth at first,

And turn to earth again.

4. Time, like an ever-rolling stream.

Bears all its sons away

;

They fly, forgotten, as a dream
Dies at the opening day.

5. God, our help in ages past,

Our hope for years to come.

Be thou our guard while troubles last,

And our eternal home !

t/O. " Tlie Living God."

1. Great God ! how infinite art thou!
What worthless worms are we !

Let the whole race of creatures bow,
And pay their praise to thee.

2. Thy throne eternal ages stood,

Ere seas or stars were made;
Thou art the ever-living God,

Were all the nations dead.

8 Eternity, with all its years,

Stands present in thy view;

To thee there's nothing old appears,

Great God ! there's nothing new.

t=r-
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4. Our lives thro' various scenes are drawn,

And vexed with trifling cares

;

While thine eternal thoughts move on
Thine undisturbed affairs.

5. Great God ! how infinite art thou

!

What worthless worms are we !

Let the whole 'race of creatures bow,

And pay their praise to thee.

"Eternity of God.
Psalm cii.99.

1. Thro' endless years thou art the same,

O thou eternal God !

Ages to come shall know thy name,

And tell thy works abroad.

2. The strong foundations of the earth

Of old by thee were laid

;

By thee the beauteous arch of heaven

With matchless skill was made.

3. Soon shall this goodly frame of things,

Formed by thy powerful hand,

Be, like a vesture, laid aside,

And changed at thy command.

4. But thy perfections all divine,

Eternal as thy days,

Through everlasting ages shine,

With undiminished rays.

5. Our children's children, still thy care,

Shall own their father's God

;

To latest times thy favor share,

And spread thy praise abroad.
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CAMBRIDGE. C. M. Dr. Randall.

1. How wondrous great, how glorious bright

Must our Creator be,

Who dwells amid the dazzling light

Of an eternal day !

2. Our soaring spirits upward rise,

Toward the celestial throne;

Fain would we see the blessed Three
And the almighty One.

3. Our reason stretches all its wings,

And climbs above the skies;

But still, how far beneath thy feet

Our grov'ling reason lies

!

4. Lord, here we bend our humble souls,

In awe and love adore :

For the weak pinions of our mind
Can stretch a thought no more.

5. Thy glories infinitely rise

Above our lab'ring tongue

;

In vain the highest seraph tries

To form an equal song.

6. In humble notes our faith adores

The great mysterious King

;

While angels strain their nobler powers

And sweep th' immortal string.

lLM. " Thy judgments are a great deep."

1. Thy way, Lord, is in the sea;

Thy paths I cannot trace,

Nor comprehend the mystery

Of thine unbounded grace.

2. 'Tis but in part I know thy will;

I bless thee for the sight

:

When will thy love the rest reveal,

In glory's clearer light ?

3. With rapture shall I then survey
Thy providence and grace

;

And spend an everlasting day
In wonder, love, and praise.

1 C\*) " He bowed the heavens, and came doum."
lU^. P-salm xviii.

1. The Lord descended from above,

And bowed the heavens most high;
And underneath his feet he cast

The darkness of the sky.

2. On cherub and on cherubim,
Full royally, he rode

;

And on the wings of mighty winds
Came flying all abroad.

3. He sat serene upon the floods,

Their fury to restrain
;

And he, as Sovereign, Lord, and King,
For evermore shall reign.

4. The Lord will give his people strength,

Whereby they shall increase
;

And he will bless his chosen flock

With everlasting peace.

5. Give glory to his awful name,
And honor him alone

;

Give worship to his majesty
Upon his holy throne.

Dozology.

Let God the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit, be adored,

Where there are works to make him known
Or saints to love the Lord



32 God: Hi s Providence.

HERMON. C. M. Dr. L. Masox.

1. Keep silence, all cre-a-ted things, And wait your Ma ker's nod

!

My soul stands trembling while she sings The honors of her God.
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JLU'O • "Keep silence, all created things."

2. Life,death and hell,and worlds unknown.
Hang on his firm decree

;

He sits on no precarious throne,

Nor borrows leave to be.

3. Before his throne a volume lies,

With all the fates of men

;

With every angel's form and size,

Drawn by th' eternal pen.

4. His providence unfolds the book,

And makes his counsels shine;

Each opening leaf, and every stroke,

Fulfills some deep design.

5. My God, I would not long to see

My fate with curious eyes ;

—

What gloomy lines are writ for me,
Or what bright scenes may rise.

6. In thy fair book of life and grace,

May I but find my name
Recorded in some humble place,

Beneath my Lord, the Lamb

!

1U tc» " God moves in a mysterious war/."

1. God moves in a mysterious way
His wonders to perform

j

He plants his footsteps in the sea,

And rides upon the storm.

2. Deep in unfathomable mines

Of never-failing skill,

He treasures up his bright designs,

And works his sovereign will.

3. Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take :

The clouds ye so much dread

Are big with mercy, and shall break
In blessings on your head.

4. Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,

But trust him for his grace :

Behind a frowning providence

He hides a smiling face.

5. His purposes will ripen fast,

Unfolding every hour;

The bud may have a bitter taste,

But sweet will be the flower.

6. Blind unbelief is sure to err.

And scan his work in vain

;

God is his own interpreter,

And he will make it plain.

1UD • The Tempest ttOled.

1. Great Ruler of all nature's frame

!

We own thy power divine;

We hear thy breath in every storm,

For all the winds are thine.

2. Wide as they sweep their sounding way
They work thy sovereign will

;

And, awed by thy majestic voice,

The tempest shall be still.

3. Thy mercy tempers every blast

To those who seek thy face :

And mingles with the tempest's roar

The whispers of thy grace.

4. Those gentle whispers let me hear,

Till all the tumults cease;

And gales of paradise shall soothe

My weary soul to peace.



God: Hi s Goodness and Power 83

CLARENDON. C. M. Tucker.
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Psalm cxvi.106.
2. Among the saints that fill thy house,"

My offerings shall be paid

;

There shall my zeal perform the vows
My soul in anguish made.

3. Now I am thine, forever thine,

Nor shall my purpose move

;

Thy hand hath loosed my bonds of pain,

And bound me with thy love.

4. Here in thy courts I leave my vow,

And thy rich grace record

;

Witness, ye saints, who hear me now,

If I forsake the Lord.

XU I • "A God doing wonders."

1. 1 sing th' almighty power of God,
That made the mountains rise,

That spread the flowing seas abroad,

And built the lofty skies.

2. 1 sing the wisdom that ordained

The sun to rule the day;

The moon shines full at his command,
And all the stars obey.

3. 1 sing the goodness of the Lord,

That filled the earth with food;

He formed the creatures with his word,

And then pronounced them good.

4. Lord, how thy wonders are displayed,

Where'er I turn mine e3Te

;

If I survey the ground I tread,

Or gaze upon the sky

!

5. There's not a plant or flower below

But makes thy glories known;

And clouds arise, and tempests blow,

By order from thy throne.

6. Creatures that borrow life from thee

Are subject to thy care :

There's not a place where we can flee,

But God is present there.

The Seasons ordained by God.
Psalm cxlvii.108.

1. With songs and honors sounding loud,

Address the Lord on high;

Over the heavens he spreads his cloud,

And waters vail the sky.

2. He sends his showers of blessings down
To cheer the plains below

;

He makes the grass the mountains crown,

And corn in valleys grow.

3. His steady counsels change the face

Of the declining year

;

He bids the sun cut short his race,

And wint'ry days appear.

4. His hoary frost, his fleecy snow.

Descend and clothe the ground

;

The liquid streams forbear to flow,

In icy fetters bound.

5. He sends his word, and melts the snow,

The fields no longer mourn

;

He calls the warmer gales to blow,

And bids the spring return.

6. The changing wind, the flying cloud,

Obey his mighty word

;

With songs and honors sounding loud,

Praise ye the sovereign Lord !



u Gf-od: a Sure Defense.

DENFIELD. O. M. Arranged \>y Dr. Mason.
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J U«7. God a iSwre Defense.

2. All nature owns his guardian care
j

In him we live and move;
But nobler benefits declare

The wonders of his love.

3. He gave his well-beloved Son,

To save our souls from sin :

'Tis here he makes his goodness known,
And proves it all divine.

4. To this dear Refuge, Lord, we come,

And here our hope relies

;

A safe defense, a peaceful home,

When storms of trouble rise.

5. Great God ! to thine almighty love

What honors shall we raise ?

Not all the raptured songs above
Can render equal praise.

110. Faithful is He that callcth you."

1. Begin, my tongue, some heavenly theme.

And speak some boundless thing :

The mighty works, or mightier name,
Of our eternal King.

2. Tell of his wondrous faithfulness,

And sound his power abroad
;

Sing the sweet promise of his grace,

And the performing God.

3. His very word of grace is strong,

As that which built the skies;

The voice that rolls the stars along

Speaks all the promises.

4. Oh, might I hear thy heavenly tongue

But whisper, "Thou art mine!"

Those gentle words should raise my sons

To notes almost divine.

111. God revealed in the Atonement.

1. Father, how wide thy glory shines !

How high thy wonders rise !

Known thro' the earth by thousand signs,

By thousand through the skies.

2. Those mighty orbs proclaim thy power,

Their motions speak thy skill

;

And on the wings of every hour

We read thy patience still.

3. But when we view thy strange design

To save rebellious worms,

Where vengeance and compassion join

In their divinest forms,

—

4. Here the whole Deity is known

;

Nor dares a creature guess

Which of the glories brightest shone,

The justice, or the grace.

5. Now the full glories of the Lamb
Adorn the heavenly plains;

Bright seraphs learn lmmanuers name,

And try their choicest strains.

6. Oh, may I bear some humble part

In that immortal song!

Wonder and joy shall tune my heart,

And love command my tongue.



Grod: the Searcher of Hearts.

DUNDEE. C. M, Scottish.
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11^. Psalm exxxix.

1. In all my vast concerns with thee,

In vain my soul would try

To shun thy presence, Lord, or flee

The notice of thine eye.

2. Thine all-surrounding sight surveys

My rising and my rest;

My public walks, my private ways,

The secrets of my breast.

3. My thoughts lie open to the Lord,

Before they're formed within
;

And ere my lips pronounce the word,

He knows the sense I mean.

4. Oh. wondrous knowledge,deep and high

Where can a creature hide?

Within thy circling arms I lie,

Beset on every side.

5. So let thy grace surround me still,

And like a bulwark prove,

To guard my soul from every ill,

Secured by sovereign love.

3. If, winged with beams of morning light,

I fly beyond the west,

Thy hand, which must support my flight.

Would soon betray my rest.

4. If o'er my sins I think to draw
The curtains of the night,

Those flaming eyes that guard thy law
Would turn the shades to light.

5. The beams of noon, the midnight hour,

Are both alike to thee :

Oh, may I ne'er provoke that power
From which I cannot flee !

"WlMher shall Igo from Thy Spirit P*

, Psalm cxxxix.113

1. Lord, where shall guilty souls retire,

Forgotten and unknown ?

In hell they meet thy dreadful fire,

In heaven, thy glorious throne.

2. Should I suppress my vital breath,

T' escape the wrath divine,

Thy voice would break the bars of death.

And make the grave resign.

114. The Lord searcheth all hearts."

1. God is a Spirit, just and wise;

He sees our inmost mind

:

In vain to heaven we raise our cries,

And leave our hearts behind.

2. Nothing but truth before his throne
With honor can appear

;

The painted hypocrites are known
Through the disguise they wear.

3. Their lifted eyes salute the skies ; -\

Their bended knees the ground;
But God abhors the sacrifice,

Where not the heart is found.

4. Lord, search my tho'ts, and try my ways,
And make my soul sincere

;

Then shall I stand before thy face,

And find acceptance there.



God: our benefactor.

BOYLSTON. S. M. Da. L. Masos.
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Lord, our heavenly King. Thy name is all di - vine; Thy glories r:>und the
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H^ "iortf. u-Tia? is man.'"
O • Psalm viii.

1. Lord, our heavenly King,
Thy name is all divine :

Thy glories round the earth are spread,

And o'er the heavens they shine.

2. When I survey the stars.

And all their shining forms.

Lord, what is man, that worthless thing.

Akin to dust and worms !

3. Lord, what is worthless man,
That thou shouldst love him so

!

Xext to thine angels is he placed

And lord of all below.

4. Lord, our heavenly King,
Thy name is all divine

;

Thy glories round the eurth are spread,

And o'er the heavens they shine.

-jlP uHe hath net dealt vcith us after our siris."

11U« Psalm ciii.

i. My soul, repeat his praise,

Whose mercies are so great :

Whose anger is so slow to rise,

So ready to abate.

2. God will not always chide;

And when his wrath is felt,

Its strokes are fewer than our crimes,

And lighter than our guilt.

3. His power subdues our sins.

And his forgiving love.

Far as the east is from the \

Doth all our guilt remove.

4. High as the heavens are raised

Above the ground we tread,

So far the riches of his grace

Our highest thoughts exceed.

11 1J
"As afaih-r pi'.-Uth his children."

1 | • Psalm ciii.

1. The pity of the lord

To those who fear his name,

Is such as tender parents feel

:

He knows our feeble frame.

2. He knows we are but dust.

Scattered with every breath

:

His anger, like a rising wind,

Can send us swift to death.

3. Our days are as the grass,

Or like the morning flower;

If one sharp blast sweep o'er the field,

It withers in an hour.

4. But thy compassions, Lord,

To endless years endure
;

And children's children ever find

Thy words of promise sure.

'Beautiful for tttwatim, the joy of the

whole earth." Pbalm xlviiL118,
1. Far as thy name is known,

The world declares thy praise;

Thy saints. Lord, before thy throne,

Their songs of honor raise.

2. With joy thy people stand

On Zion's chosen hill,

Proclaim the wonders of thy hand,

And counsels of thy will.

3. How decent, and how wise

!

How glorious to behold !

Beyond the pomp that charms the eyes,

And rites adorned with gold.

4. The God we worship now
Will guide us till we die;

Will be our God, while here below,

And ours above the sky.



The Advent of Christ. 37

ANTIOCH. C. M.

^BE fc£
Mozart. Arranged by Dr. Mason.

^:^ ^igUI^

PS?
Joy to the world! the Lord is come! Let earth receive her King, Let ev - 'rv heart prc-

-~ ^ . * &'.** J.J* ~. - - * **" -
:S*^T

pare him room,

i55=P »» * -
And heav'n and na-ture sing A.nd heav'n and na-ture sing, And

«__,«_. m—m—«—,«—*_

And heav'n and na-ture
*=*=*

sing, And heav'n and na-ture

§Am$w*s^E3
heav'n, And heav'n and na - ture sing.

:£=3̂- I
siug,

1 1 C/ . "Joy to </* World."

1. Joy to the world ! the Lord is come !

Let earth receive her King

;

Let every heart prepare him room,

And heaven and nature sing.

2. Joy to the world ! the Saviour reigns !

Let men their songs employ

;

While fields and floods, rocks, hills and
plains

Repeat the sounding joy.

3. No more let sin and sorrow grow,

Nor thorns infest the ground :

He comes to make his blessings flow

Far as the curse is found.

4. He rules the world with truth and grace,

And makes the nations prove

The glories of his righteousness,

And wonders of his love.

Object of dirist's Advent.
Lukk ii.

The gates of brass befor

The iron fetters yield.

im burst,

120.

1. Hark, the glad sound ! the Saviour I

comes,

The Saviour promised long :

Let every heart prepare a throne,

And every voice a song.

2. He comes, the prisoner to release,

In Satan's bondage held
;

3. He comes, from thickest films of vice

To clear the mental ray,

And on the eyes long closed in night
To pour celestial day.

4. He comes, the broken heart to bind,

The bleeding soul to cure;

And, with the treasures of his grace,

Enrich the humble poor.

5. Our glad hosannas, Prince of Peace,
Thy welcome shall proclaim

j

And heaven's eternal arches ring

With thy beloved name.

M" Unto us a Child is born."
• Isaiah ix. 6, 7.

1. To us a Child of hope is born,

To us a Son is given

;

Him shall the tribes of earth obey,

Him all the hosts of heaven.

2. His name shall be the Prince of Peace
For evermore adored

;

The Wonderful, the Counselor,

The great and mighty Lord !

3. His power, increasing, still shall sprea

His reign no end shall know;
Justice shall guard his throne above,
And peace abound below.

•i. To us a Child of hope is born,

To us a Son is given

;

The Wouderful, the Counselor,

The mighty Lord of heaven.

Doxology.

Let God the Father, and the Son,

And Spirit be adored,

Where there are works to make
known,

Or saints to love the Lord

!
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1. Brightest and best of the sons of the morning!
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid;

Star of the East, the horizon adorning,

Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid.

2. Cold on his cradle the dew-drops are shining

;

Low lies his head with the beasts of the stall

:

Angels adore him, in slumber reclining,

Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all

!

3. Say, shall we yield him, in costly devotion,

Odors of Edom, and offerings divine 1

Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean.

Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the mine ?

4. Yainly we offer each ample oblation,

Vainly with gold would his favors secure

;

Richer, by far, is the heart's adoration

;

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor.

5. Brightest and best of the sons of the morning

!

Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid;

Star of the East, the horizon adorning.

Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid.

123. 'Arise, shine, for thy Ligld is come.

1. Daughter of Zion ! awake from thy sadness

;

Awake, for thy foes shall oppress thee no more :

Bright o'er thy hills dawns the day-star of gladness;

Arise ! for the night of thy sorrow is o'er.

2. Strong were thy foes, but the arm that subdued them.

And scattered their legions, was mightier far;

They fled, like the chaff, from the scourge that pursued them
;

For vain were their steeds and their chariots of war !

3. Daughter of Zion ! the Power that hath saved thee.

Extolled with the harp* and the timbrel should be .

Shout ! for the foe is destroyed that enslaved thee,

Th/ oppressor is vanquished and Zion is free

!
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1/^4, 27ie Star o/ Bethlehem.

2. Hark! hark! to God the chorus breaks,

From every host, from every gem

;

But one alone the Saviour speaks :

It is the Star of Bethlehem.

3. Once on the raging seas I rode: [dark;

The storm was loud, the night was
The ocean yawned, and rudely blowed

The wind that tossed my foundering

bark.

4. Deep horror then my vitals froze

;

Death-struck,I ceased the tide to stem;

When suddenly a star arose !

It was the Star of Bethlehem.

5. It was my guide, my light, my all

;

It bade my dark forebodings cease

;

And thro' the storm, and danger's thrall

It led me to the port of peace.

6. Now safely moored, my perils o'er,

I'll sing, first in night's diadem,

For ever and for evermore,

The Star—the Star of Bethlehem !

X<£0, "His Loving-Kindness."'

. Awake, my soul, to joyful lays,

And sing the great Redeemer's praise

;

He justly claims a song from me :

His loving-kindness, oh, how free !

. He saw me ruined in the fall, 3.

Yet loved me, notwithstanding all

;

He saved me from my lost estate

:

His loving-kindness, oh, how great

!

Though numerous hosts of mighty foes,

Though earth and hell my way oppose,

He s*fely leads my soul along:

His loving-kindness, oh, how strong!

When trouble, like a gloomy cloud,

Has gathered thick and thundered loud,

He near my soul hath always stood :

His loving-kindness, oh, how good

!

Soon shall I pass the gloomy vale

;

Soon all my mortal powers must fail

:

Oh, may my last expiring breath

His loving-kindness sing in death !

Then let me mount and soar away
To the bright world of endless day

;

And sing, with rapture and surprise,

His loving-kindness in the skies

!

Luke ii : 14.126.

. Wake, my soul, and hail the morn,
For unto us a Saviour's born

;

See, how the angels wing their way
To usher in the glorious day !

, Hark ! what sweet music, what a song,

Sounds from the bright, celestial throng !

Sweet song,whose melting sounds impart
Joy to each raptured, listening heart!

Come, join the angels in the sky

:

Glory to God, who reigns on high
;

Let peace and love on earth abound,
While time revolves and years roll round.



40 The Birth of Christ

WIIiMOT. 8s & 7s. Yon Whbkr.

1*27 • Luke ii : 14.

2. Hear them tell the wondrous story,

Hear them chant in hymns of joy

:

Glory in the highest, glory !

Glory be to God most high

!

3. Peace on earth, good will from heaven,

Reaching far as man is found

;

Souls redeemed, and sins forgiven

;

Loud our golden harps shall sound.

4. Christ is born, the Great Anointed;

Heaven and earth his praises sing

;

Oh, receive whom God appointed.

For your Prophet, Priest, and King.

5. Haste, ye mortals, to adore him
;

Learn his name, and taste his joy;

Till in heaven ye sing before him,
" Glory be to God most high."

128. Praise for a Saviour.

1. Let our songs of praise ascending,

Rise to thee, O God most high

;

"While before thee, humbly bending,

Glory to thy name we cry.

2. With the shepherds in the story,

Let our hearts to Bethlehem go
/

Where the Lord of life and glory

In a manger lieth low.

3. With the angels, filled with wonder,

Let us praise him in the height!

With the blessed Virgin ponder

All love's mystery and might.

4. Age to age thy glory beareth

On the stream of time abroad

;

Race to race thy name declareth,

Son of Mary ! Son of God !

5. Heaven exults and earth rejoices

In the work that thou hast wrought;
Lord, attune our trembling voices,

Let us praise thee as we ought.

Christ is born in Bethlehem."
Luee ii.129.

1. Hark ! the herald angels sing,

" Glory to the new-born King

!

Peace on earth, and mercy mild;

God and sinners reconciled."

2. Joyful, all ye nations, rise;

Join the triumphs of the skies;

With th' angelic hosts proclaim,

"Christ is born in Bethlehem."

3. Mild he lays his glories by;

Born that man no more may die

;

Born to raise the sons of earth

;

Born to give them second birth.

4. Hail, the heaven-born Prince of Peace

!

Hail, the Sun of Righteousness

!

Light and life to all he brings.

Ris'n with healing in his wings.

5. Let us, then, with angels sing,
11 Glory to the new-born King !

Peace on earth, and mercy mild;

God and sinners reconciled;"

* For this hymn, omit the last note iti the first and third
lines.
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2. To spread the rays of heavenly light.

To give the mourner joy,

To preach glad tidings to the poor,

Was his divine employ.

3. 'Mid keen reproach, and cruel scorn,

Patient and meek he stood:

His foes, ungrateful, sought his life

;

He labored for their good.

4. In the last hour of deep distress.

Before his Father's throne,

"With soul resigned, he bowed, and said,

'• Thy will, not mine, be done I"

5. Be Christ our pattern and our guide

;

His image may we bear

;

Oh. may we tread his holy steps,

His joy and glory share !

1 \ • "He reviled not again."

1. What grace. Lord, and beauty shone

Around thy steps below !

What patient love was seen in all

Thy life and death of woe!

2. For, ever on thy burdened heart

A weight of sorrow hung

;

Yet no ungentle, murm'ring word
Escaped thy silent tongue.

3. Thy foes might hate, despise, revile,

Thy friends unfaithful prove

;

Unwearied in forgiveness still,

Thy heart could only love.

4. Oh. give us hearts to love like thee

!

Like thee, Lord, to grieve

Far more for others' sins than all

The wrongs that we receive.

5. One with thyself, may every eye,

In us. thy brethren, see

The gentleness and grace that spring

From union. Lord ! with thee.

1Q.1 The Way, and the Truth, and the Life.
ID'i, John- xiv : 6.

1. Thou art the Way : to thee alone

From sin and death we flee;

And he who would the Father seek.

Must seek him, Lord, by thee.

2. Thou art the Truth : thy word alone
True wisdom can impart

;

Thou only canst instruct the mind,
And purify the heart.

3. Thou art the Life : the rending tomb
Proclaims thy conqu'ring arm

;

And those who put their trust in thee
Xor death nor hell shall harm.

4. Thou art the Way, the Truth, the Life

Grant us to know that Way;
That Truth to keep, that Life to win,

Which leads to endless day.

Doxohqy.

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,

One God, whom we adore,

Be glory as it was, is now,

And shall be evermore

!
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My dear Redeemer, and my Lord,

I read my duty in thy word
;

But in thy life the law appears,

Drawn out in living characters.

Such was thy truth, and such thy zeal,

Such deference to thy Father's will,

Such love and meekness so divine,

I would transcribe and make them mine.

Cold mountains and the midnight air

Witnessed the fervor of thy prayer :

The desert thy temptation knew,
Thy conflict, and thy victory, too.

Be thou my pattern ; make me bear

More of thy gracious image here :

Then God, the Judge, shall own my name
Among the followers of the Lamb.

X "Thy throne, God, is forever and ever."

O, Psalm xl?.

Now be my heart inspired to sing

The glories of my Saviour King

:

Jesus, the Lord, how heavenly fair

His form ! how bright his beauties are
'

2. O'er all the sons of human race

He shines with a superior grace

;

Love from his lips divinely flows,

And blessings all his state compose.

3. Thy throne God. for ever stands !

Grace is the scepter in thy hands

:

Thy laws and works are just and right
f

Justice and grace are thy delight.

4. God, thine own God. has richly shed

His oil of gladness on thy head
;

And with his sacred Spirit blest

His first-born Son above the rest.

He so lor-d the world"
Joh.n xvi : 17.134.

Not to condemn the sons of men.
Did Christ, the Sun of God, appear

j

No weapons in his hands are seen,

No flaming'sword. nor thunder there.

Such was the pity of our God,

He loved the race of men so well,

He sent his Son to bear our load

Of sins, and save our souls from hell.

Sinners, believe the Saviour's word
;

Trust in his mighty name, and live :

A thousand joys his lips afford,

His hands a thousand blessings give.

Invitations of Christ.136.

1. How sweetly flowed the gospel sound

From lips of gentleness and grace,

When list'ning thousandsgathered round,

And j oy and reverence filled the place

!

2. From heaven he came.of heaven he spoke,

To heaven he led his followers' way;

Dark clouds of gloomy night he broke,

Unvailing an immortal day.

3. '
; Come, wanderers, to my Father's home

,

Come, all ye weary ones, and rest;*'

Yes. sacred Teacher, we will come,

Obey thee, love thee, and be blest.
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137. Oh, who like Thee!"

2. On, who like thee, so calm, so bright.

So pure, so made to live in light ?

Oh, who like thee did ever go

So patient through a world of woe ?

3. Oh, who like thee so humbly bore

The scorn, the scoffs of men. before?

So meek, forgiving, godlike, high,

So glorious in humility ?

4 Ev'n death, which sets the pris'ner free,

Was pang, and scoff, and scorn to thee
;

Yet love through all thy torture glowed,

And mercy with thy life-blood flowed.

5. Oh, in thy light be mine to go,

Illuming all my way of woe!
And give me ever on the road

To trace thy footsteps, Son of God !

138. The Conflict.

1. 'Tis midnight, and, on Olives' brow,

The star is dimmed that lately shown
;

'Tis midnight; in the garden now
The suffering Saviour prays alone.

2. 'Tis midnight ; and. from all removed.

The Saviour wrestles lone with fears;

Ev'n that disciple whom he loved

Heeds not his Master's griefs and tears.

3. 'Tis midnight ; and. for others' guilt,

The Man of sorrows weeps in blood

;

Yet he, who hath in anguish knelt,

Is not forsaken by his God.

1 1

4. 'Tis midnight.—and from ether-plains

Is borne the song that angels know :

Unheard by mortals are the strains

That sweetly soothe the Saviour's woe.

±Oc/ # " When 1 survey the wondrous Cross.''

1. When I survey the wondrous cross

On which the Prince of Glory died.

My richest gain I count but loss,

And pour contempt on all my pride.

2. Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,

Save in the death of Christ my God :

All the vain things that charm me most

—

I sacrifice them to his blood.

3. See. from his head, his hands, his feet.

Sorrow and love flow mingled down !

Did e'er such love and sorrow meet,
Or thorns compose so rich a crown ?

4. Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were an ofTring far too small

:

Love so amazing, so divine,

Demands my soul, my life, my all

!

I Tt v_" . "7 would forever speak Bis name."

1. Oh, the sweet wonders of that cross

Where my Redeemer loved and died !

Her noblest life my spirit draws
From his dear wounds and bleedingskie.

2. 1 would for ever speak his name
In sounds to mortal ears unknown

;

With angels join to praise the Lamb.
And worship at his Father's throne.
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J.~±l» " 77tf>u Rising, Reigning God"

1. Yes. the Redeemer rose;

The Saviour left the dead
;

And o'er our hellish foes

High raised his conqu'ring head :

In wild dismay, the guards around

Fall to the ground, and sink away.

2. Lo ! the angelic bands

In full assembly meet,

To wait his high commands,
And worship at his feet

:

Joyful they come, and wing their way
From realms of day to Jesus' tomb.

3. Then back to heaven they fly,

And the glad tidings bear :

Hark ! as they soar nn high,

AVhat music fills the air!

Their anthems say, " Jesus who bled

Hath left the dead ; he rose to-day."

4. Ye mortals, catch the sound,

Redeemed by him from hell

;

And send the echo round

The globe on which you dwell

:

Transported, cry, " Jesus who bled

Hath left the dead, no more to die."

5. All hail triumphant Lord,

Who sav'st us with thy blood

!

Wide be thy name adored,

Thou rising, reigning God !

With thee we rise, with thee we reign,

And empires gain beyond the skies.

14Z. The debt of Love." i

1. Come, every pious heart

That loves the Saviour's name,
Your noblest powers exert

To celebrate his fame :

Tell all above, and all below

The debt of love to him you owe.

2. He left his starry crown,

And laid his robes aside;

On wings of love came down,
And wept, and bled, and died!

What he endured, 0, who can tell?

To save our souls from death and hell

3. From the dark grave he rose.

The mansions of the dead
;

And thence his mighty foes

In glorious triumph led :

Up thro' the sky the Conqu'ror rode,

And reigns on high, the Saviour-God.

4. From thence he'll quickly come

—

His chariot will not stay

—

And bear our spirits home
To realms of endless day

There shall we see his lovely face

And ever be in his embrace.

Doxology.

To God, the Father, Son,

And Spirit ever blest,

Eternal Three in One,

All worship be addressed

:

As heretofore it was, is now,

And shall be so for evermore
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"I A Q *' Good tidings of great joy." ^
, I^xD. Luke ii.

1. Hark ! hark ! the notes of joy

Roll o'er the heavenly plains,

And seraphs find employ
For their sublimest strains

:

Some new delight in heaven is known;
Loud sound the harps around the throne.

2. Hark ! hark ! the sound draws nigh,

—

The joyful host descends;

Jesus forsakes the sky,

To earth his footsteps bend

;

He comes to bless our fallen race;

He comes with messages of grace.

3. Bear, bear thje tidings round

!

Let every mortal know
What love in God is found,

What pity he can show :

Ye winds that blow, ye waves that roll,

Bear the glad news from pole to pole.

4. Strike, strike the harps again,

To great Immanuel's name !

Arise, ye sons of men,
And all his grace proclaim

:

Angels and men, wake every string,

'Tis God the Saviour's praise we sing.

144. The Tear of Jubilee.

1. Blow ye the trumpet, blow, V
The gladly solemn sound !

Let all the nations know,
To earth's remotest bound :

The year of jubilee has come;
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

2. Jesus, our great High Priest,

Hath full atonement made :

Te weary spirits, rest;

Ye mournful souls, be glad

:

The year of jubilee is come

;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

3. Exalt the Lamb of God,
The sin-atoning Lamb

;

Redemption in his blood

To all the world proclaim

:

The year of jubilee is come;
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

4. The gospel trumpet hear,

—

The news of heavenly grace

;

And, saved from earth, appear
Before your Saviour's face

:

The year of jubilee is come

;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

l^dcc), " Chosen of God and precious."

1. Join all the glorious names
Of wisdom, love, and power,

That ever mortals knew,

That angels ever bore :

All are too mean to speak his worth,

Too mean to set my Saviour forth.

2. Great Prophet of our God

!

My tongue would bless thy name;
By thee the joyful news
Of our salvation came

:

The joyful news of sins forgiven,

Of hell subdued, and peace with heaven

3. Jesus, our great High Priest,

Offered his blood and died;

My guilty conscience seeks

No sacrifice beside

;

His powerful blood did once atone,

And now it pleads before the throne.

4. thou almighty Lord

!

My Conqu'ror and my King

!

Thy scepter and thy sword,

Thy reigning grace I sing

:

Thine is the power; behold, I sit,

In willing bonds, beneath thy feet.

14U. " Rejoice, the Lord is King.*'

1. Rejoice ! the Lord is King;
Your Lord and King adore

:

Mortals, give thanks and sing,

And triumph evermore !

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice ;.

Rejoice !—again I say, rejoice !

2. Jesus, the Saviour, reigns,

The God of truth and love

;

When he had purged our stains,

He took his seat above :

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice;;

Rejoice !—again I say, rejoice !

3. His kingdom cannot fail

;

Pie rules o'er earth and heaven

;

The keys of death and hell

Are to our Jesus given :

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice;

Rejoice !—again I say. rejoice!

4. Rejoice in glorious hope :

Jesus, the Judge, shall come,

And take his servants up
To their eternal home :

We soon shall hear th' archangel's voice

The trump of God shall sound y
. Rejoice I
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Our Lord is ris - en from the dead, Our Jesus is gone np on high •

The pow'rs of hell are Dragged to the por- tals of the sky.

m
"I A >y The King of Glory.
It:/. Psalm xxiv.

1. Our Lord is risen from the dead,

Our Jesus is gone up on high

;

The powers of hell are captive led,

Dragged to the portals of the sky.

2. There his triumphal chariot waits,

And angels chant the solemn lay

:

Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates

!

Ye everlasting doors, give way !

3. Loose all your bars of massy light,

And wide unfold th' ethereal scene :

He claims these mansions as his right;

Receive the King of glory in.

4. "Who is the King of glory—who ?

The Lord who all our foes o'ercame;

Who sin, and death, and hell o'erthrew;

And Jesus is the Conqu'ror's name.

5. Lo! his triumphal chariot waits,

And angels chant the solemn lay

:

Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates

!

Ye everlasting doors, give way !

6. Who is the King of glory—who?
The Lord,of boundless power possessed;

The King of saints and angels too,

God over all, for ever blessed.

14rO # Death, where is thy sting T

1. He dies ! the Friend of sinners dies !

Lo ! Salem's daughters weep around :

A solemn darkness vails the skies

;

A sudden trembling shakes the ground.

V

2. Here's love and grief beyond degree :

The Lord of glory dies for men

!

But, lo ! what sudden joys we see,

Jesus, the dead, revives again !

3. The rising God forsakes the tomb
;

Up to his Father's courts he flies :

Cherubic legions guard him home,
And shout him welcome to the skies.

4. Say, " Live for ever, glorious King,

Born to redeem, and strong to save !

Where now, Death, where is thy sting

'

Andwhere thyvictory,boastingGraver'

UO " Unto the Lamb for ever:*

V, Rkv. v.

1. What equal honors shall we bring

To thee. Lord our God, the Lamb,
When all the notes that angels sing

Are far inferior to thy name ?

2. Worthy is he who once was slain, [died :

The Prince of Peace, who groaned and

Worthy to rise, and live, and reign

At his almighty Father's side.

3. Blessings for ever on the Lamb,
Who bore the curse for wretched mea .

Let angels sound his sacred name,

And every creature say, Amen !

Doxohgy.

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow \

Praise him, all creatures here below !

Praise him above, ye heavenly host!

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost

!
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1«JU» Joy t'n Christ's Reign.

1. Hark ! ten thousand harps and voices

Sound the note of* praise above :

Jesus reigns, and heaven rejoices;

Jesus reigns, the God of love

:

See, he sits on yonder throne;

Jesus rules the world alone.

2. King of glory, reign forever

!

Thine an everlasting crown :

Nothing from thy love shall sever

Those whom thou hast made thine own
Happy objects of thy grace,

Destined to behold thy face.

3. Saviour, hasten thine appearing
;

Bring, oh, bring the glorious day,

When, the awful summons hearing,

Heaven and earth shall pass away

!

Then, with golden harps, we'll sing,

" Glory, glory to our King !"

XOX« Worship of the living Christ.

1. Jesus, hail ! enthroned in glory,

There for ever to abide

;

All the heavenly hosts adore thee,

Seated at thy Father's side.

2. There for sinners thou art pleading,

There thou dost our place prepare
;

Ever for us interceding,

Till in glory we appear.

3. Worship, honor, power, and blessing,

Thou art worthy to receive

;

Loudest praises, without ceasing,

Meet it is for us to give.

4. Help, ye bright angelic spirits

!

Bring your sweetest, noblest lays :

Help to sing our Saviour's merits

;

Help to chant Immanuel's praise

10^, " The Desire of all Nations." „'

1. Come, thou long expected Jesus,

Born to set thy people free

;

From our fears and sins release us

;

Let us find our rest in thee.

2. Israel's strength and consolation,

Hope of all the earth thou art

;

Dear desire of every nation,

Joy of every longing heart.

3. Born, thy people to deliver;

Born a child, and yet a Kinjr

:

±Jorn to reign in us for ever,

Now thy gracious kingdom bring.

4. By thine own eternal Spirit,

Bule in all our hearts alone

;

By thine all-sufficient merit,

Raise us to thy glorious throne.

Doxology.

Praise the God of our salvation,

Praise the Father's boundless love

;

Praise the Lamb, our expiation

;

Praise the Spirit from above;

Praise the Fountain of salvation,

Him by whom our spirits live;

Undivided adoration

To the one Jehovah give

!
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CORONATION. C. M. 0. HOLDKN.
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153, Tlie Coronation.

1. All hail, the power of Jesus' name

!

Let angels prostrate fall

;

Bring forth the royal diadem,

And crown him Lord of all

!

2. Ye chosen seed of Israel's race,

A remnant weak and small,

Hail him who saves you by his grace,

And crown him Lord of all

!

3. Sinners, whose love can ne'er forget

The wormwood and the gall,

Go, spread your trophies at his feet,

And crown him Lord of all!

4. Let every kindred, every tribe,

On this terrestrial ball,

To him all majesty ascribe,

And crown him Lord of all

!

5- Oh, that with yonder sacred throng,

We at his feet may fall

!

We'll join the everlasting song,

And crown him Lord of all

!

The Voice of many Angels.
Rev. v.154.

1. Come, let us join our cheerful songs

With angels round the throne;

Ten thousand thousand are their tongues,

But all their joys aie one.

2." Worthy the Lamb that died," they cry,

" To be exalted thus I"

" Worthy the Lamb !" our lips reply,

" For he was slain for us."

3. Jesus is worthy to receive

Honor and power divine
;

And blessings, more than we can give,

Be, Lord, forever thine

!

4. Let all that dwell above the sky,

And air, and earth, and seas,

Conspire to lift thy glories high,

And speak thine endless praise.

5. The whole creation join in one,

To bless the sacred name
Of him who site upon the throne,

And to adore the Lamb !

LOO* " Thou shall call his name Jesus."

1. Oh, for a thousand tongues to sing

My dear Redeemer's praise

The glories of my God and King,
The triumphs of his grace.

2. My gracious Master and my God,
Assist me to proclaim,

To spread through all the earth abuad
The honors of thy name.

3. Jesus ! the name that calms our fears,

That bids our sorrows cease

—

'Tis music to my ravished ears,

'Tis life, and health, and peace.

4. He breaks the pow'r of reigning sin,

He sets the prisoner free

;

His blood can make the foulest clean

;

His blood availed for me.

5. He speaks ; and, listening to his voice.

New life the dead receive;

The mourning, broken hearts rejoice,

The humble poor believe.

Doxolygy.

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,

One God, whom we adore,

Be glory as it was, is now,

And shall be evermore

!
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3f=L=
f*—r.
tzzjm: WW •&=!

:p:

-^-^—^zz^r. &±
fr m

-J-^
3±&=3=&

head with radiant glories crown'd, His lips with grace o'erflow.
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TAt* is my Fi-irnd."

Cant, v : 10-16.

2. No mortal can with him compare,

Among the sons of men

;

Fairer is he than all the fair

That fill the heavenly train.

3. He saw me plunged in deep distress,

He flew to my relief;

For me he bore the shameful cross,

And carried all my grief.

4. To him I owe my life and breath,

And all the joys I have

;

He makes me triumph over death,

He saves me from the grave.

5. To heaven, the place of his abode,

He brings my weary feet

;

Shows me the glories of my God,

And makes my joy complete.

6. Since from his bounty I receive

Such proofs of love divine,

Had I a thousand hearts to give,

Lord ! they should all be thine.

JLO / • " Tlte unstarchahlt riches of Christ."

1. To our Redeemer's glorious name
Awake the sacred song

;

Oh, may his love—immortal flame !

—

Tune every heart and tongue.

2. His love, what mortal thought can reach

What mortal tongue display

!

Imagination's utmost stretch

In wonder dies away.

3. Dear Lord, while we, adoring, pay
Our humble thanks to thee,

jfpg^ppei^
May every heart with rapture say,

"The Saviour died for me I"

Oh, may the sweet, the blissful theme,
Fill every heart and tongue

!

Till strangers love thy charming name,
And join the sacred song.

1KQ Tfie New Song.
LOO* Rev. v.

1. Behold the glories of the Lamb,
Amid his Father's throne

;

Prepare new honors for his name,
And songs before unknown.

2. Let elders worship at his feet,

The church adore around,
With vials full of odors sweet,

And harps of sweeter sound.

3. Those are the prayers of all the saints,

And these the hymns they raise

:

Jesus is kind to our complaints,

He loves to hear our praise.

4. Now to the Lamb that once was slain,

Be endless blessings paid !

Salvation, glory, joy, remain
For ever on thy head

!

5. Thou hast redeemed our souls with blood,
Hast set the prisoners free,

Hast made us kings and priests to God,
And we shall reign with thee.

Doocohgy.

Let God the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit, be adored,

Where there are works to make him known,
Or saints to love the Lord

!



50 The Suffering Saviour Exalted.

I
.*£

MAITLAND. C. M. 0. N. Ajllzw.

t=T--=!
2* ra-Wi

1. The head that once was crown'd with thorns Is crown'd with glory now
;

a ft r i p t-p
i T

r=?=J:
e=±:S£:

p:

:&r£rz:&:^E^ :^es^

sr fdon H
:^: 3^=J

A roy - al di - a - dem a - dorns The might-y Vic-tor's brow.

-B-^:-

g-F| 1—

r

'^m*~>=&- k/T'fr jj

It/ «J, HEBRE-W8 ii t 9.

2. The highest place that heaven affords

Is his by sovereign right;

The King of kings, and Lord of lords,

He reigns in glory bright.

3. Jesus, the joy of all above !

The joy of all below,

To whom he manifests his love,

And grants his name to know

4. To them the cross, with all its shame,

With all its grace is given
;

Their name—an everlasting name,

Their joy—the joy of heaven.

5. To them the cross is life and health,

Though shame and death to him

:

His people's hope, his people's wealth,

Their everlasting theme.

lOU. Tim Love of dirist.

1. The Saviour ! Oh, what endless charms
Dwell in the blissful sound !

Its influence every fear disarms,

And spreads sweet comfort round.

2. Wrapped in the gloom of dark despair,

We helpless, hopeless lay
;

But sovereign mercy reached us there,

And smiled despair away.

3. Th' almighty Former of the skies

Stooped to our vile abode

;

While angels viewed with wondering eyes.

And hailed th' incarnate God.

4. Here pardon, life, and joys divine,

In rich effusion flow,

For guilty rebels lost in sin,

And doomed to endless woe.

5. Come, heavenly love, inspire my song,

With thy immortal flame,

And teach my heart, and teach my tongue,

The Saviour's lovely name.

JLO JL • The Suffering Saviour exalted.

1. He, who on earth as man was known,
And bore our sins and pains,

Now, seated on th' eternal throne,

The God of glory reigns.

2. His hands the wheels of nature guide

With an unerring skill

;

And countless worlds, extended wide,

Obey his sovereign will.

3. While harps unnumbered sound his praise

In yonder world above,

His saints on earth admire his ways,

And glory in his love.

4. When troubles, like a burning sun,

Beat heavy on their head,

To this almighty Rock they run,

And find a pleasing shade.

5. How glorious he ! how happy they,

In such a glorious friend !

Whose love secures them all the way,

And crowns them at the end.
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2. Crown the Saviour ! angels, crown him!
Rich the trophies Jesus brings

;

In the seat of power enthrone him,

Crown the Saviour King of kings

!

3. Sinners in derision crowned him,

Mocking thus the Saviour's claim

;

Saints and angels ! crowd around him,

Own his title, praise his name.

4. Hark, those bursts of acclamation,

Hark, those loud, triumphant chords

!

Jesus takes the highest station

;

King of kings, and Lord of lords

!

J Ut)» "Over all, God Messed forever."

1. Crown his head with endless blessing,

Who, in God the Father's name,

With compassions never ceasing,

Comes salvation to proclaim.

2. Lo '. Jehovah, we adore thee
;

Thee, our Saviour ; thee, our God

!

From his throne his beams of glory

Shine through all the world abroad.

o. Jesus, thee our Saviour hailing

Thee, our God, in praise we own

;

Highest honors, never failing,

Rise eternal round thy throne.

4. Now, ye saints, his power confessing,

In your grateful strains adore;

For his mercy, never ceasing,

Flows, and flows for evermore.

Glorying in the Oross.

1. In the cross of Christ I glory,

Towering o'er the wrecks of time

;

All the light of sacred story

Gathers round its head sublime.

2. When the woes of life o'ertake me,
Hopes deceive, and fears annoy,

Never shall the cross forsake me

:

Lo ! it glows with peace and joy.

3. When the sun of bliss is beaming
Light and love upon my way,

From the cross the radiance streaming,

Adds new luster to the day.

4. Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure,

By the cross are sanctified

;

Peace is there, that knows no measure.

Joys that through all time abide.

5. In the cross of Christ I glory,

Towering o'er the wreck of time

;

All the light of sacred story

Gathers round its head sublime.

Doxology.

Praise the God of our salvation,

Praise the Father's boundless love

Praise the Lamb, our expiation;

Praise the Spirit from above :

Praise the Fountain of salvation,

Him by whom our spirits live;

Undivided adoration

To the one Jehovah give !
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4.

166
i.

2.

" The Lamb that was Stain:'
Rev v.

Glory to God on high !

Let heaven and earth reply,

" Praise ye his name \"

His love and grace adore,

Who all our sorrows bore
\

Sing loud for evermore,

"Worthy the Lamb !"

While they around the throne

Cheerfully join in one,

Praising his name,

Ye, who have felt his blood

Sealing your peace with God,
Sound his dear name abroad,

" Worthy the Lamb !"

Join, all ye ransomed race,

Our Lord and God to bless

:

Praise ye his name !

In him we will rejoice,

And make a joyful noise,

Shouting with heart and voice,

" Worthy the Lamb I"

Soon must we change our place,

Yet we will never cease

Praising his name :

To him our songs we bring;
Hail him our gracious King;
And, through all ages sing,

" Worthy the Lamb V
" Worthy is the Lamb."

# Rev. v.

Come, all ye saints of God,

Wide through the earth abroad

Spread Jesus' fame :

Tell what his love hath done
j

Trust in his name alone

;

Shout to his lofty throne,

" Worthy the Lamb \"

Hence, gloomy doubts and fears !

Dry up your mournful tears
)

Swell the glad theme :

To Christ, our gracious King,
Strike each melodious string,

Join heart and voice to sing,

" Worthy the Lamb I"

3. Hark ! how the choirs above,

Filled with the Saviour's love,

Dwell on his name !

There, too, may we be found,

With light and glory crowned,

While all the heavens resound,
" Worthy the Lamb l

M

167,
" That at the name of Jesus every knee

should bow"

1. Let us awake our joys
;

Strike up with cheerful voice

;

Each creature sing

:

Angels ! begin the song

;

Mortals ! the strain prolong,

In accents sweet and strong,

" Jesus is King I"

2. Proclaim abroad his name

;

Tell of his matchless fame

;

What wonders dene

!

Above, beneath, around,

Let all the earth resound,

Till heaven's high arch rebound,
" Vict'ry is won !"

3. He vanquished sin and hell,

And our last foe will quell

;

Mourners, rejoice

!

His dying love adore

;

Praise him, now raised in power

:

Praise him for evermore,

With joyful voice.

4. All hail the glorious day,

When, thro' the heavenly way,

Lo, he shall come !

While they who pierced him wail,

His promise shall not fail

;

Saints, see your King prevail:

Great Saviour, come

!
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2. Enlightened by thy heavenly ray,

Our shades and darkness turn to day;

Thine inward teachings make us know
Our danger, and our refuge, too.

3. Thy power and glory work within,

And break the chains of reigning sin;

All our imperious lusts subdue,

And form our wretched hearts anew.

4. The troubled conscience knows thy voice.

Thy cheering words awake our joys;

Thy words allay the stormy wind,

And calm the surges of the mind.

It) *), Prayer for the Teaching of the Spirit.

1. Come, blessed Spirit ! Source of light,

Whose power and grace are unconfined,

Dispel the gloomy shades of night,

The thicker darkness of the mind.

2. To mine illumined eyes display

The glorious truths thy word reveals

;

Cause me to run the heavenly way

;

The book unfold, and loose the seals.

3. Thine inward teachings make me know
The mysteries of redeeming love,

The vanity of things below,

And excellence of things above.

4. While thro' this dubious maze I stray,

Spread, like the sun, thy beams abroad;

Oh, show the dangers of the way,

And guide my feeble steps to God

!

f
170.

. Come, Holy Spirit ! calm my mind,
And fit me to approach my God

;

Remove each vain, each worldly thought,
And lead me to thy blest abode.

. Hast thou imparted to my soul

A living spark of holy fire ?

Oh, kindle now the sacred flame;

Make me to burn with pure desire.

. A brighter faith and hope impart,

And let me now my Saviour see

;

Oh, soothe and cheer my burdened heart,

And bid my spirit rest in thee.

Prayer for the Guidance of the Spirit.171.

1. Come, gracious Spirit, heavenly Dove,
With light and comfort from above;
Be thou our guardian, thou our guide,

O'er every thought and step preside.

2. The light of truth to us display,

And make us know and choose thy way;
Plant holy fear in every heart,

That we from God may ne'er depart.

3. Lead us to holiness—the road

Which we must take to dwell with God;
Lead us to Christ, the living way,

Nor let us from his pastures stray.

4. Lead us to God, our final rest,

To be with him for ever blest;

Lead us to heaven, its bliss to share

—

Fullness of joy for ever there!
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HOSE HILL. L. M. From Root k Sweetzer's Collection.
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2. Thrice holy Fount, thrice holy Fire,

Our hearts with heavenly love inspire;

Come, and thy sacred unction bring

To sanctify us, while we sing.

3. Make us eternal truths receive,

And practice all that we believe;

Give us thyself, that we may see

The Father and the Son, by thee.

J I O, Creator-Spirit.

1. Come, O Creator-Spirit blest!

And in our souls take up thy rest

;

Come, with thy grace and heavenly aid,

To fill the hearts which thou hast made.

2. Great Comforter, to thee we cry

;

highest gift of God most high

!

fount of life ! fire of love !

And sweet anointing from above

!

3. Kindle our senses from above,

And make our hearts o'erflow with love: -

With patience firm, and virtue high,

The weakness of our flesh supply.

4. Far from us drive the foe we dread,

And grant us thy true peace instead;

So shall we not, with thee for guide, 3

Turn from the path of life aside.

A ( i. " He dwelleth ivith you."

1. Sure the blest Comforter is nigh;

'Tis he sustains my fainting heart:

Else would my hope for ever die,

And every cheering ray depart.

!. "Whene'er to call the Saviour mine,

With ardent wish my heart aspires,

Can it be less than power divine

That animates these strong desires?

!. And when my cheerful hope can say

I love my God, and taste his grace,

Lord, is it not thy blissful ray

That brings this dawn of sacred peace ?

:. Let thy kind Spirit in my heart

For ever dwell, God of love;

And light and heavenly peace impart,

Sweet earnest of the joys above.

Prayer for the continuance of the

Spirit.175.

. Stay, thou insulted Spirit, stay

!

Though I have done thee such despite,

Cast not a sinner quite away,

Nor take thine everlasting flight.

. Though I have most unfaithful been

Of all who e'er thy grace received

;

Ten thousand times thy goodness seen.

Ten thousand times thy goodness

grieved;

. Yet, oh, the chief of sinners spare,

In honor of my great High Priest

!

Nor, in thy righteous anger, swear

I shall not see thy people's rest.

. Lord, my weary soul release,

Upraise me by thy gracious hand

;

Guide me into thy perfect peace,

And bring me to the promised land.
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1. Spirit of truth ! on this thy day,

To thee for help we cry,

To guide us through the dreary way
Of dark mortality.

2. We ask not, Lord, the cloven flame,

Or tongues of various tone
;

But long thy praises to proclaim

With fervor in our own.

3. No heavenly harpings soothe our ear,

No mystic dreams we share

;

Yet hope to feel thy comfort near,

And bless thee in our prayer.

4.When tongues shall cease,and pow'r decay
And knowledge empty prove,

Do thou thy trembling servants stay,

With faith, and hope, and love.

177. "Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dave:

1. Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,

With all thy quickening powers,

Kindle a flame of sacred love

In these cold hearts of ours.

2. Dear Lord ! and shall we ever live

At this poor, dying rate ?

Our love so faint, so cold to thee,

And thine to us so great?

3. Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove!
With all thy quickening powers

!

Come, shed abroad a Saviour's love,

And that shall kindle ours.

JL I 0» Prayerfor the Witness of the Spirit.

1. Why should the children of a King
Go mourning all their days ?

Great Comforter ! descend and bring

Some tokens of thy grace.

2. Dost thou not dwell in all thy saints,

And seal them heirs of heaven ?

When wilt thou banish my complaints,

And show my sins forgiven ?

3. Assure my conscience of her part

In my Redeemer's blood

;

And bear thy witness with my heart

That I am born of God.

4. Thou art the earnest of his love,

The pledge of joys to come

;

And thy soft wings, celestial Dove,
Will safe convey me home.

179. Adoration.
v>

1. holt, holy, holy Lord !

Jehovah ! King of kings !

To thee, exalted and adored,

Thy church her homage brings.

2. Father ! hallowed be thy name !

The pure shall see thy face,

Thy justice and thy love proclaim,—

.

Thy grandeur and thy grace.

3. Son ! with matchless glory crowned !

Anointed Conqu'ror thou!

Above all names in heaven renowned,
To thee all knees shall bow.

4. Spirit ! infinite in might!
Illumined by thy ray,

The world, reclaimed from nature's night,

Shall own thy gracious sway.

5. holy, holy, holy Lord

!

Jehovah ! God alone !

O'er all exalted and adored !

Eternal is thy throne !
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BADEA. S. M. German
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QA Prayerfor the sanctifying Influence of the

lOU. Spirit.

1. Come, Holy Spirit, come

!

Let thy bright beams arise;

Dispel the sorrow from our minds,

The darkness from our eyes.

2. Convince us of our sin

;

Then lead to Jesus' blood,

And to our wondering view reveal

The secret love of G-od.

3. Revive our drooping faith,

Our doubts and fears remove,

And kindle in our breasts the flame

Of never-dying love.

4. 'Tis thine to cleanse the heart,

To sanctify the soul,

To pour fresh life in every part,

And new-create the whole.

5. Dwell, Spirit, in our hearts;

Our minds from bondage free

;

Then shall we know, and praise, and love

The Father Son. and Thee.

J.O 1 • Blest Comforter Divine.

1. Blest Comforter divine !

Let rays of heavenly love

Amid our gloom and darkness shine,

And guide our souls above.

2. Turn us, with gentle voice,

From every sinful way,

And bid the mourning saint rejoice,

Though earthly joys decay

3. By thine inspiring breath

Make every cloud of care,

And ev'n the gloomy vale of death,

A smile of glory wear.

Oh ! fill thou every heart

With love to all our race
;

Great Comforter, to us impart

These blessings of thy grace.

1 JL • The Spirits presenoe,

1. The Comforter has come,

We feel his presence here,

Our hearts would now no longer roam,

But bow in filial fear.

2. This tenderness of love,

This hush of solemn power,

—

'Tis heaven descending from above,

To fill this favored hour.

3. Earth's darkness all has fied,

Heaven's light serenely shines,

And every heart, divinely led,

To holy thought inclines.

4. No more let sin deceive,

Nor earthly cares betray,

Oh, let us never, never grieve

The Comforter away

!

Doxdogy.

The Father and the Son

And Spirit we adore

;

We praise, we bless, we worship thee,

Both now and evermore !
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ELYKIA. 7s. From Cherubim.
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lOO. Holy Spirit, all Divine /"

1. Holy Ghost, with light divine,

Shine upon this heart of mine !

Chase the shades of night away,

Turn my darkness into day.

2. Holy Ghost, with power divine,

Cleanse this guilty heart of mine

;

Long hath sin, without control,

Held dominion o'er my soul.

3. Holy Ghost, with joy divine,

Cheer this saddened heart of mine

;

Bid my many woes depart,

Heal my wounded, bleeding heart

!

4. Holy Spirit, all divine,

Dwell within this heart of mine

;

Cast down every idol-throne;

Reign supreme, and reign alone

!

184. 2 Cor. i; 22.

1. Gracious Spirit, Love divine !

Let thy light within me shine

;

All my guilty fears remove,

Fill me with thy heavenly love.

2. Speak thy pardoning grace to me,

Set the burdened sinner free

;

Lead me to the Lamb of God,

Wash me in his precious blood.

3. Life and peace to me impart,

Seal salvation on my heart;

Breathe thyself into my breast,

—

Earnest of immortal rest.

Let me never from thee stray,

Keep me in the narrow way

;

Fill my soul with joy divine,

Keep me, Lord ! for ever thine.

u It is God that worketh in you."185.

. Holy Ghost, thou Source of light!

We invoke thy kindling ray;

Dawn upon our spirits' night,

Turn our darkness into day.

2. To the anxious soul impart

Hope, all other hopes above;

Stir the dull and hardened heart

With a longing and a love.

3. Give the struggling peace for strife,

Give the doubting light for gloom

;

Speed the living into life,

Warn the dying of their doom.

4. Work in all, in all renew,

Day by day, the life divine

;

All our wills to thee subdue,

All our hearts to thee incline.

Life of all that lives below

!

Let thy Spirit in us flow

;

Let us all thy life receive,

From thee, in thee, ever live.

Doxology.

Sing we to our God above

Praise eternal as his love

;

Praise him, all ye heavenly host-
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
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BLATCHFORD. 7s & 5s. D. E. Jo.\M.

Ho-ly Ghost, the In-fin-ite ! Shine up-on our nature's night With thy blessed
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in-ward light, Comforter Divine!

'The Comforter, which is the Holy Ghost."
Johm xiv: 26.186,

1. Holy Ghost, the Infinite !

Shine upon our nature's night

With thy blessed inward light,

Comforter Divine

!

2. We are sinful : cleanse us. Lord

;

We are faint; thy strength afford;

Lost—until by thee restored,

Comforter Divine

!

3. Like the dew, thy peace distill

;

Guide, subdue our wayward will,

Things of Christ unfolding still,

Comforter Divine

!

4. In us, for us, intercede,

And, with voiceless groaning, plead

Our unutterable need,

Comforter Divine !

5. In us "Abba Father," cry

—

Earnest of our bliss on high,

Seal of immortality

—

Comforter Divine

!

6. Search for us the depths of God;
Bear us up the starry road,

To the height of thine abode,

Comforter Divine

!

1 4 • "Touched with the feeling of our infirmities."

1. When our heads are bowed with woe;

When our bitter tears o'erflow

;

When we mourn the lost, the dear,

Gracious Saviour, hear

!

Thou our feeble flesh hast worn

;

Thou our mortal griefs hast borne;

Thou hast shed the human tear

:

Gracious Saviour, hear

!

When the heart is sad within,

With the thought of all its sin;

When the spirit shrinks with fear.

Gracious Saviour, hear

!

Thou the shame, the grief, hast known;
Though the sins were not thine own,
Thou hast deigned their load to bear;

Gracious Saviour, hear

!

5. When our eyes grow dim in death

;

When we heave the parting breath

;

When our solemn doom is near,

Gracious Saviour, hear

!

6. Thou hast bowed the dying head;
Thou the blood of life hast shed

;

Thou hast filled a mortal bier :

Gracious Saviour hear

!

Christ our Life.188/
1. Lord of mercy and of might,

Of mankind the life and light,

Maker, Teacher, Infinite

—

Jesus, hear and save !

2. Strong Creator, Saviour mild,

Humbled to a little child,

Captive, beaten, bound, reviled

—

Jesus, hear and save !

3. Borne aloft on angels' wings,

Throned above celestial things,

Lord of lords, and King of kings-

Jesus, hear and save

!

4. Soon to come to earth again,

Judge of angels and of men,

Hear us now, and hear us then

;

Jesus, hear and save !
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HAMBURG. L. M. Arranged by Dr. L. Masox.
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Behold, I fall be - fore thy face: My on-ly ref-uge is thy grace.
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Create in me a clean heart.

Psalm 61.

2. No bleeding bird, nor bleeding beast,

Nor hyssop branch, nor sprinkling priest

Nor running brook, nor flood, nor sea.

Can wash the dismal stain away.

3. Jesus, my God ! thy blood alone :

Hath power sufficient to atone :

Thy blood can make me white as snow;
No Jewish types could cleanse me so.

4. While guilt disturbs and breaks my peace.

Nor flesh, nor soul hath rest or ease :

Lord, let me hear thy pard'ning voice,

And make my broken bones rejoice.

1 Q f\ Probation in this Life only.

lc/U. ECCLES. ix : 10.

1. Life is the time to serve the Lord,

The time t' insure the great reward

;

And while the lamp holds out to burn,

The vilest sinner may return.

2. Life is the hour that God has given

T' escape from hell and fly to heaven

;

The day of grace,—and mortals may
Secure the blessings of the day.

3. Then what my thoughts design to do,

My hands, with all your might pursue,

Since no device, nor work is found,

Nor faith, nor hope, beneath the ground.

4. There are no acts of pardon passed

In the cold grave to which we haste

;

But darkness, death, and long despair

Reign in eternal silence there.m" Tlie Narrow Way."

• Matt, vii : 13, 14.

1. Broad is the road that leads to death,

And thousands walk together there

:

But wisdom shows a narrow path,

With here and there a traveler.

2. " Deny thyself, and take thy cross,"

Is the Redeemer's great command :

Nature must count her gold but dross,

If she would gain this heavenly land.

3. The fearful soul that tires and faints,

And walks the ways of God no more,
Is but esteemed almost a saint,

And makes his own destruction sure.

4. Lord ! let not all my hopes be vain

;

Create my heart entirely new

;

Which hypocrites could ne'er attain

;

Which false apostates never knew

IQO Jer. viii : 22.

1. Deep are the wounds which sin has made

;

Where shall the sinner find a cure ?

In vain, alas, is nature's aid

;

The work exceeds all nature's power.

2. And can no sovereign balm be found ?

And is no kind physician nigh,

To ease the pain and heal the wound,
Ere life and hope forever fly ?

3. There is a great physician near,

Look up, fainting soul, and live

;

See, in his heavenly smiles appear

Such ease as nature cannot give !

4. See, in the Saviour's dying blood,

Life, health, and bliss abundant flow

!

'Tis only this dear sacred flood

Can ease thy pain, and heal thy woe.
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SOUTHPOET. C. M. Teuipli Curuiiua.
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Jt/O. Jfan Sinful by Nature.

1. How sad our state by nature is

!

Our sin—how deep it stains !

And Satan holds our captive minds
Fast in his slavish chains.

2. But there's a voice of sovereign grace

Sounds from the sacred word

:

"Ho! ye despairing sinners, come,

And trust upon the Lord."

3. My soul obeys th' almighty call,

And runs to this relief;

I would believe thy promise, Lord

:

0, help my unbelief!

4. A guilty, weak, and helpless worm,
On thy kind arms I fall

:

Be thou my strength aud righteousness,

My Saviour and my All.

-i (\ | Conviction by tlie Lavi.
IJ±* Kom. vii:9.

1. Loud, how secure my conscience was,
And felt no inward dread

!

I was alive without the law,

And thought my sins were dead.

2. My hopes of heaven were firm and bright;

But since the precept came
With such convincing power and light,

I find how vile I am.

3. My guilt appeared but small before,

Till I with terror saw
How perfect, holy, just, and pure

Is thine eternal law.

4. Then felt my soul the heavy load

;

My sins revived again :

I had provoked a dreadful God,
And all my hopes were slain.

5. My God ! I cry with every breath,

For some kind power to save

;

0, break the yoke of sin and death,

And thus redeem the slave.

1«JQ« Need of Regeneration.

1. How helpless guilty nature lies,

Unconscious of her load !

The heart unchanged can never rise

To happiness and God.

2. Can aught beneath a power divine

The stubborn will subdue ?

;
Tis thine, almighty Saviour, thine,

To form the heart anew.

'Tis thine the passions to recall,

And upward bid them rise
;

To make the scales of error fall

From reason's darkened eyes;

—

4. To chase the shades of death away,

And bid the sinner live

:

A beam of heaven, a vital ray,

'Tis thine alone to give.

5. 0, change these wretched hearts of ours,

And give them life diviue

;

Then shall our passions and our powers,

Almighty Lord, be thine.
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STEPHENS. C. M. W. Jones.
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X t'O • "Greater love hath no man than this."

1. Plunged in a gulf of dark despair,

We wretched sinners lay,

Without one cheerful beam of hope,

Or spark of glimmering day.

2. With pitying eyes the Prince of Grace
Beheld our helpless grief:

He saw, and, oh, amazing love !

—

He ran to our relief.

v
3. Down from the shining seats above,

With joyful haste he fled,

Entered the grave in mortal flesh,

And dwelt among the dead.

4. Oh, for this love let rocks and hills

Their lasting silence break;

And all harmonious human tongues

The Saviour's praises speak !

5. Angels, assist our mighty joys !

Strike all your harps of gold

!

But when you raise your highest notes,

His love can ne'er be told.

1 «J I a "By Tfiy death toe live."

1. In vain we seek for peace with God
By methods of our own :

Blest Saviour ! nothing but thy blood

Can bring us near the throne.

2. The threatenings of thy broken law

Impress the »du1 with dread :

If God his sword of vengeance draw,

Iv strikes the spirit dead.

5

3. But thine atoning sacrifice

Hath answered all demands;
And peace and pardon from the skies.

Are offered by thy hands.

4. 'Tis by thy death we live, Lord

!

'Tis on thy cross we rest •

Forever be thy love adored,

Thy name forever blest.

1 *J O • "It is God which worketh in you."

1. Not all the outward forms on earth,

Nor rites that God has given,

Nor will of man, nor blood, nor birth,

Can raise a soul to heaven.

2. The sovereign will of God alone

Creates us heirs of grace
j

Born in the image of his Son,

A new, peculiar race.

3. The Spirit, like some heavenly wind,

Blows on the sons of flesh,

New-models all the carnal mind,
And forms the man afresh.

4. Our quickened souls awake and rise

From the long sleep of death

;

On heavenly things we fix our eyes,

And praise employs our breath.

Doxology.

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,

One God, whom we adore,

Be glory as it was, is now,

And shall be evermore

!
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BRIGGS. S. M. D. E. Jones.
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ZTow should man be just with Godf

I Job ix : 2.

2. If he our way should mark,

With strict inquiring eves,

Could we for one of thousand faults

A just excuse devise ?

3. All-seeing, powerful God !

Who can with thee contend ?

Or who that tries th' unequal strife

Shall prosper in the end ?

4. The mountains, in thy wrath,

Their ancient seats forsake

;

The trembling earth deserts her place,

Her rooted pillars shake.

5. Ah, how shall guilty man
Contend with such a God ?

None, none can meet him and escape,

But through the Saviour's blood.

200. The Sacrifice.

1. Not all the blood of beasts,

On Jewish altars slain,

Could give the guilty conscience peace,

Or wash away the stain.

2. But Christ, the heavenly Lamb,
Takes all our sins away,

—

A sacrifice of nobler name,

And richer blood than they.

3. My faith would lay her hand
On that dear head of thine,

While like a penitent I stand,

And there confess my sin.

4. My soul looks back to see

The burdens thou didst bear.

When hanging on the cursed tree,

And hopes her guilt was there.

5. Believing, we rejoice

To see the curse remove

;

We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice,

And sing his bleeding love

201
" In Christ Jesus.'

1 Cob. i : 30. v>

1. How heavy is the night

That hangs upon our eyes,

Till Christ, with his reviving light,

Upon our souls arise !

2. Our guilty spirits dread

To meet the wrath of Heaven

;

But in his righteousness arrayed,

We see our sins forgiven.

3. Unholy and impure
Are all our thoughts and ways

;

His hands infected nature cure

With sanctifying grace.

4. The powers of hell agree

To hold our souls in vain :

He sets the sons of bondage free,

And breaks th' accursed chain.

5. Lord, we adore thy ways,

To bring us near to God,

—

Thy sovereign power, thy healing grace,

And thine atoning blood.
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BKADEN. S. M. Wm. B. Bradbcry.
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I\)L% Hope, in M« Crow. 'V,

1. My former hopes are fled,

My terror now begins :

I feel, alas ! that I am dead

In trespasses and sins.

2. Ah ! whither shall I fly ?

I hear the thunder roar

:

The law proclaims destruction nigh,

And vengeance at the door.

3. When I review my ways,

I dread impending doom;
But sure a friendly whisper says,

4 'Flee from the wrath to come "

4. 1 see, or think I see,

A glimmering from afar
j

A beam of day that shines for me,

To save me from despair.

5. Forerunner of the sun,

It marks the pilgrim's way;

I'll gaze upon it while I run,

And watch the rising day.

J,\JO» John x: 11.

1. Like sheep we went astray,

And broke the fold of God

;

Each wandering in a different way,

But all the downward road.

2. How dreadful was the hour,

When God our wanderings laid,

And did at once his vengeance pour

Upon the shepherd's head I

i

3. How glorious was the grace,

When Christ sustained the stroke !

His life and blood the Shepherd pays,

A ransom for the flock.

4. But God shall raise his head
O'er all the sons of men,

And make him see a numerous seed.

To recompense his pain.

Self-renunciation.
Phil iii: 9.204.

1. Man's wisdom is to seek

His strength in God alone;

And ev'n an angel would be weak,

Who trusted in his own.

2. Retreat beneath his wings,

And in his grace confide;

This more exalts the King of kings,

Than all your works beside.

3. In Jesus is our store

;

Grace issues from his throne

;

Whoever says,—"'I want no more,"

Confesses he has none.

<£\Jd* "By the grace of God, lam what lam."

1. Grace ! 'tis a charming sound,

Harmonious to the ear;

Heaven with the echo shall resound,

And all the earth shall hear.

2. Grace first contrived a way
To save rebellious man

;

And all the steps that grace display,

Which drew the wondrous plan.

3. Grace taught my wandering feet

To tread the heavenly road
;

And new supplies each hour I meet,

While pressing on to God.

4. Grace all the work shall crown,

Through everlasting days;

It lays in heaven the topmost stone,

And well deserves the praise



64 Way of Salvation.

HIDING PLACE. L. M, Spiritual Songs.

1. Hail, sovereign Love! that formed the plan To save re - bell-ious, ruined man;
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i
/OUD • 77ie Hiding-place.

2. Against the God who rules the sky

I fought, with hand uplifted high

;

I madly ran the sinful race,

Regardless of a hiding-place.

3. Indignant Justice stood in view;

To Sinai's burning mount I flew :

But Justice cried, with frowning face,

"This mountain is no hiding-place."

4. Ere long a heavenly voice I heard;

A bleeding Saviour then appeared :

Led by the Spirit of his grace,

I found in him a hiding-place.

5. On him the weight of vengeance fell,

That else had sunk a world to hell

;

Then, my soul ! for ever praise

Thy Saviour God, thy hiding-place!

1 Not by works of righteousness which
we have done."207,

1. Now to the power of God supreme

Be everlasting honors given;

He saves from hell—we bless his name,

—

He guides our wandering feet to heaven

2. Not for our duties or deserts,

But of his own abundant grace,

He works salvation in our hearts,

And forms a people for his praise

'Twas his own purpose that begun
To rescue rebels doomed to die;

He gave us grace in Christ his Son,

Before he spread the starry sky.

Jesus, the Lord, appears at last,

And makes hisFather's counsels known,
Declares the great transaction past.

And brings immortal blessings down.

5. He dies,—and, in that dreadful night,

Did all the powers of hell destroy;

He rose, and brought our heaven to light,

And took possession of the joy.

Q/"\C) " A Name which is above every name."
/OUO. Phil, ii . 9.

1. There is none other name than thine,

Jehovah Jesus! Name divine !

On which to rest for sins forgiven

—

For peace with God, for hope of heaven.

2. There is none other name than thine,

When cares, and fears,and griefs are mine,

That, with a gracious power, can heal

Each care, and fear, and grief I feel.

3. There is none other name than thine,

When called my spirit to resign,

To bear me through that latest strife,

And ev'n in death to be my life.

4. Name, above every name ! thy praise

Shall fill the remnant of my days :

Jehovah Jesus ! Name divine !

Rock of salvation ! thou art mine.
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ANVERN. L. M. I»r. L. Mason.
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IJie Song of Songs.
Rev. v.

let us sing the song of songs-

Jj\Ji)» " Neither is there Salvation in any other."

1. How shall the sons of men appear,

Great God ! before thine awful bar ?

How may the guilty hope to find

Acceptance with th' eternal Mind ?

2. Not vows, nor groans, nor broken cries,

Not the most costly sacrifice,

Not infant blood, profusely spilt,

Will expiate a sinner's guilt.

3. Thy blood, dear Jesus, thine alone,

Hath sovereign virtue to atone;

Here will we rest our only plea,

When we approach, great God, to thee.

210.
1. Come

The saints in heav'n began the strain

—

The homage which to Christ belongs :

" Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain
!"

2. Slain to redeem us by his blood,

To cleanse from every sinful stain,

And make us kings and priests to God

—

" Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain
!"

3. To him who suffered on the tree,

Our souls, at his soul's price, to gain,

Blessing, and praise, and glory be

:

" Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain !"

4. To him, enthroned by filial right,

• All power in heav'n and earth pro-

claim,

Honor, and majesty, and might

:

" Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain V
s

6. Long as we live, and when we die,

And while in heav'n with him we reign;

This song our song of songs shall be :

" Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain !"

Oil "It is Finished."
£11« John xix. 30.

1." 'Tis finished !"—so the Saviour cried,

And meekly bowed his head, and died :

" 'Tis finished !"—yes, the race is run,

The battle fought, the victory won.

2." 'Tis finished !"—all that heaven foretold

By prophets in the days of old

;

And truths are opened to our view,

That kings and prophets never knew.

3.'- 'Tis finished !"—Son of God, thy power
Hath triumphed in this awful hour

;

And yet, our eyes with sorrow see

That life to us was death to thee.

4." 'Tis finished !"—let the joyful sound
Be heard through all the nations round;
" 'Tis finished !"—let the echo fly

Through heaven and hell, through earth

and sky.

212.

1. Now to the Lord, who makes us know
The wonders of his dying love,

Be humble honors paid below,

And strains of nobler praise above !

2.'Twas he who cleansed our foulest sins,

And washed us in his precious blood

;

'Tis he who makes us priests and kings,

And brings us rebels near to God.

3. Behold ! on flying clouds he comes,

And every eye shall see him move

;

Tho' with our sins we pierced him once,

He now displays his pard'ning love.

4. The unbelieving world shall wail,

While we rejoice to see the day

;

Come, Lord ! nor let thy promise fail,

Nor let thy chariot long delay.

Unto Him that Loved Us."
Rev. i. 5—7.
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k) 1 Q " TAere is a fountain filled with blood:'

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see

That fountain in his day

;

And there may I, though vile as he,

Wash all my sins away.

3. Dear, dying Lamb ! thy precious blood

Shall never lose its power,

Till all the ransomed church of God
Are saved, to sin no more.

4. Since first, by faith. I saw the stream

Thy flowing wounds supply.

Redeeming love has been my theme,

And shall be till I die.

5. And when this feeble, stammering tongue

Lies silent in the grave,

Then, in a nobler, sweeter song,

I'll sing thy power to save.

/^I jc» " His own self bare our sins."

1. And did the Holy and the Just,

The Sovereign of the skies,

Stoop down to wretchedness and dust

That guilty man might rise ?

2. Yes : the Redeemer left his throne,

His radiant throne on high

—

Surprising mercy ! love unknown !

—

To suffer, bleed, and die.

3. He took the dying traitor's place,

And suffered in his stead
;

For man—oh, miracle of grace !

—

For man the Saviour bled.

ft
4. Dear Lord, what heavenly wonders dwell

In thine atoning blood !

By this are sinners saved from hell.

And rebels brought to God.

/^lO. The Love of the Father.

1. Come, happy souls, approach your God
With new, melodious songs;

Come, render to almighty Grace
The tribute of your tongues.

2. So strange, so boundless was the love

That pitied dying men,

The Father sent his equal Son
To give them life again.

3. Thy hands, dear Jesus, were not armed
With a revenging rod

;

No hard commission to perform

The vengeance of a God.

4. But all was mercy, all was mild,

And wrath forsook the throne,

When Christ on the kind errand came,

And brought salvation down.

5. Here, sinners, come and heal your wounds;

Come, wipe your sorrows dry

:

Come, trust the mighty Saviour's name,

And you shall never die.

6. See, dearest Lord, our willing souls

Accept thine offered grace;

We bless the great Redeemer's love,

And give the Father praise.
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216.
1. Let every mortal ear attend,

And every heart rejoice

;

The trumpet of the Gospel sounds

With an inviting voice.

2. Ho ! all ye hungry, starving souls,

That feed upon the wind,

And vainly strive with earthly toys

To fill an empty mind :

3. Eternal wisdom has prepared

A soul-reviving feast,

And bids your longing appetites

The rich provision taste.

4. Ho ! ye that pant for living streams,

And pine away and die

:

Here you may quench your raging thirst

With springs that never dry.

5. Rivers of love and mercy here

In a rich ocean join
;

Salvation in abundance flows,

Like floods of milk and wine.

6. The happy gates of gospel-grace

Stand open night and day :

Lord, we are come to seek supplies,

And drive our wants away.

217.
1. The Saviour calls ! let every ear

Attend the heavenly sound :

Ye doubting souls, dismiss your fear

;

Hope smiles reviving round.

For every thirsty, longing heart

Here streams of bounty flow
;

And life, and health, and bliss impar
To banish mortal woe.

Here springs of sacred pleasure rise

To ease your every pain

—

Immortal fountain ! full supplies !

—

Nor shall you thirst in vain.

Dear Saviour, draw reluctant hearts

!

To thee let sinners fly,

And take the bliss thy love imparts,

And drink and never die.

218. " Return, Wanderer:

1. Return, wanderer, now return,

And seek thy Father's face !

Those new desires, which in thee burn,
Were kindled by his grace.

2. Return, wanderer, now return !

He hears thy humble sigh;

He sees thy softened spirit mourn.
When no one else is nigh.

3. Return, wanderer, now return !

Thy Saviour bids the live !

Go to his bleeding feet, and learn

How freely he'll forgive.

I. Return, wanderer, now return,

And wipe the falling tear

!

Thy Father calls—no longer mourn
;

His love invite.- thee near.
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" Cbm«, y« heavy-laden."
Matt, xi ; 28.

2. " They shall find rest who learn of me :

I 'm of a meek and lowly mind

;

But passion rages like the sea,

And pride is restless as the wind.

3. " Blest is the man whose shoulders take

My yoke, and bear it with delight

:

My yoke is easy to his neck,

My grace shall make the burden light."

4. Jesus, we come at thy command
;

With faith, and hope, and humble zeal,

Resign our spirits to thy hand,

To mould and guide us at thy will.

Fear not ; I have redeemed thee.'220.
1. Come, weary souls, with sin distressed,

Come, and accept the promised rest;

The Saviour's gracious call obey,

And cast your gloomy fears away.

2. Oppressed with guilt,—a painful load,

—

Oh, come and bow before your God !

Divine compassion, mighty love,

Will all the painful load remove.

3 Here mercy's boundless ocean flows,

To cleanse your guilt and heal your woes
j

Pardon, and life, and endless peace

—

How rich the gift ! how free the grace

!

4. Dear Saviour ! let thy powerful love

Confirm our faith, our fears remove

;

Oh, sweetly reign in every breast,

And guide us to eternal rest.

•w .-» 1

.

One thing needful.

1. Why will ye waste on trifling cares

That life which God's compassion spares ?

While, in the various range of thought,

The one thing needful is forgot ?

2. Shall God invite you from above ?

Shall Jesus urge his dying love ?

Shall troubled conscience give you pain ?

And all these pleas unite in vain ?

3. Not so your eyes will always view

Those objects which you now pursue;

Not so will heaven and hell appear,

When death's decisive hour is near.

4. Almighty God ! thy grace impart

;

Fix deep conviction on each heart

:

Nor let us waste on trifling cares

That life which thy compassion spares.

M.JLJmi% An Evening Expostulation.

1. Oh, do not let the word depart,

And close thine eyes against the light

;

Poor sinner, harden not thy heart

:

Thou wouldst be saved ; why not to-night ?

2. To-morrow's sun may never rise

To bless thy long deluded sight

;

This is the time; oh, then be wise !

Thou wouldst be saved; why not to-night ?

3. Our God in pity lingers still

;

And wilt thou thus his love requite ?

Renounce at length thy stubborn will

;

Thou wouldst be saved ; why not to-night ?

4. Our blessed Lord refuses none

Who would to him their souls unite;

Then be the work of grace begun :

Thou wouldst be saved ; why not to-night ?
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"Behold, I stand at the door, and knock J

Rev. iii ; 20.223,

2. Oh, lovely attitude ! be stands

Witb melting heart and open hands

:

Oh, matchless kindness !—and he shows

This matchless kindness to his foes

!

3. Rise, touched with gratitude divine,

Turn out his enemy and thine

;

Turn out thy soul-enslaving sin.

And let the heavenly Stranger in.

4. Oh, welcome him, the Prince of Peace

!

Now may his gentle reign increase

!

Throw wide the door, each willing mind;

And be his empire all mankind.

I.L\% No Hope in the Grave.

1. While life prolongs its precious light,

Mercy is found, and peace is given

;

But soon, ah! soon, approaching night

Shall blot out every hope of heaven.

2. While God invites, how blest the day !

How sweet the gospel's charming

sound

!

Come, sinners, haste, oh, haste away,

While yet a pardoning God he's found.

3. Soon, borne on time's most rapid wing,

Shall death command you to the grave,

Before his bar your spirits bring,

And none be found to hear or save.

4. In that lone land of deep despair

No Sabbath's heavenly light shall rise;

No God regard your bitter prayer,

Nor Saviour call you to the skies.

5. Now God invites—how blest the day !

How sweet the gospel's charming
sound !

Come, sinners, haste oh, haste away,

While yet a pardoning God is fouud.

"Come to Me."
Matt, xi : 28—30.225.

1. With tearful eyes I look around;

Life seems a dark and stormy sea

!

Yet, 'mid the gloom, I hear a sound,

A heavenly whisper, "Come to me."

2. It tells me of a place of rest

;

It tells me where my soul may flee

:

Oh, to the weary, faint, oppressed,

How sweet the bidding, "Come to me !

3 "Come, for all else must fail and die

;

Earth is no resting-place for thee

;

To heaven direct thy weeping eye,

I am thy portion ; come to me."

4. O voice of mercy ! voice of love

!

In conflict, grief, and agony,

Support me, cheer me from above

!

And gently whisper, "Come to me."

£Zi\) m Give all to Christ.

1. My Saviour, how shall I proclaim,

How pay the mighty debt I owe ?

Let all I have, and all I am,

Ceaseless to all thy glory show.

2. Too much to thee I cannot give

;

Too much I cannot do for thee;

Let all thy love, and all thy grief

Grav'n on my heart forever be.
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2. "I'LL go to Jesus, though my sin

High as the mountains rose;

I know his courts, I'll enter in,

Whatever may oppose.

3. "Prostrate I'll lie before his throne,

And there my guilt confess

;

I'll tell him I'm a wretch undone,

"Without his sovereign grace.

4. "I can but perish if I go;

I am resolved to try

;

For if I stay away, I know
I must for ever die."

ZvOi Come now.

1. Come, sinner, to the gospel feast;

0. come without delay
;

For there is room in Jesus' breast

For all who will obey.

2. There's room in God's eternal love

To save thy precious soul

;

Room in the Spirit's grace above

To heal and make thee whole.

3. There's room within the church,redeemed
With blood of Christ divine

;

Room in the white-robed throng,convened

For that dear soul of thine.

4. There's room in heaven among the choir

And harps and crowns of gold,

And glorious palms of victory there,

And joys that ne'er were told.

5. There's room around thy Father's board

For thee and thousands more

:

0, come and welcome to the Lord

;

Yea, come this very hour.

"Come—without money and without
price"—Isaiah lv : 1, 2.229

1. Ye wretched, hungry, starving poor,

Behold a royal feast

!

Where mercy spreads her bounteous stor

For every humble guest.

2. See, Jesus stands with open arms;
He calls, he bids you come;

Guilt holds you back, and fear alarms

;

But see, there yet is room

—

3. Room in the Saviour's bleeding heart

:

There love and pity meet

:

Xor will he bid the soul depart

That trembles at his feet.

4. Oh. come, and with his children taste

The blessings of his love

;

While hope attends the sweet repast

Of nobler joys above.

/

2,d\J* Luke xv : 18.

1. RETURN, wanderer, to thy home
Thy Father calls for thee

:

No longer now an exile roam

In guilt and misery.

2. Return, wanderer, to thy home.
Thy Saviour calls for thee :

'•The Spirit and the Bride say, come;'

Oh, now for refuge flee !

3. Return, wanderer, to thy home,

'Tis madness to delay;

There are no pardons in the tomb;
And brief is mercy's day

!
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1. Ye hearts with youthful vigor warm,
In smiling crowds draw near,

And turn from every mortal charm
A Saviour's voice to hear.

2. He, Lord of all the worlds on high,

Stoops to converse with you,

And lays his radiant glories by,

Your friendship to pursue.

3. "The soul that longs to see my face

Is sure my love to gain
;

And those that early seek my grace

Shall never seek in vain."

4. What object, Lord, my soul should move
If once compared with thee ?

What beauty should command my love,

Like what in Christ I see ?

5. Away, ye false, delusive toys,

Vain tempters of the mind !

;
Tis here I fix my lasting choice,

For here true bliss I find.

OQO "He will abundantly pardon."
— t ) & • Isaiah 1v : 7, 8.

1. Sinners, the voice of God regard;

His mercy speaks to-day :

He calls you, by his sovereign word,

From sin's destructive way.

2. Why will you in the crooked ways
Of sin and folly go ?

In pain you travel all your days,

To reap eternal woe !

3. But he that turns to God shall live,

Through his abounding grace

;

His mercy will the guilt forgive

Of those who seek his face.

4. His love exceeds your highest thoughts;

He pardons like a God

:

He will forgive your numerous faults

Through a Redeemer's blood.

j_ _)»)• "Oh, how shall I appear?"

1. When, rising from the bed of death,

O'erwhelmed with guilt and fear,

I see my Maker face to face

—

Oh, how shall I appear

!

2. If now, while pardon may be found,

And mercy may be sought,

My heart with inward horror shrinks,

And trembles at the thought

;

3. When thou,0 Lord ! shall stand disclosed

In majesty severe,

And sit in judgment on my soul,

Oh, how shall I appear

!

4. Then, see my sorrows, gracious Lord !

Let mercy set me free,

While in the confidence of prayer

My heart takes hold of thee.

5. For never shall my soul despair

Thy mercy to procure,

Since thy beloved Son hath died

To make that mercy sure.
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III.
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Sin - ner, come;"

The bride, the church of Christ, proclaims To all his children, "Come!"
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f)Q J "The Spirit and the Bride say, Come."
ZDt. Rev. xxii;17.

2. Let him that, heareth say-

To all about him, "Come;"
Let him that thirsts for righteousness,

To Christ, the Fountain, come

:

3. Yes, whosoever will,

Oh, let him freely come,

And freely drink the stream of life

;

'Tis Jesus bids him come.

4. Lo! Jesus, who invites,

Declares, "I quickly come;"

Lord, even so; we wait thine hour;

blest Redeemer, come !

Now the accepted Timt.
1 Cor. xi . 2.235.

1. Now is th' accepted time,

Now is the day of grace

;

Now, sinners, come without delay,

And seek the Saviour's face.

2. Now is th' accepted time,

The Saviour calls to-day

:

To-morrow it may be to late

;

Then why should you delay ?

3. Now is th' accepted time,

The gospel bids you come

;

And every promise in his word

Declares there yet is room.

4. Lord, draw reluctant souls,

And feast them with thy love;

Then will the angels swiftly fly

To bear the news above.

/OD • "So run that ye may obtain."

1. My soul, it is thy God
Who calls thee by his grace

;

Now loose thee from each cumbering load,

And bend thee to the race.

2. Make thy salvation sure

;

All sloth and slumber shun;
Nor dare a moment rest secure,

Till thou the goal hast won.

Thy crown of life hold fast;

Thy heart with courage stay;

Nor let one trembling glance be cast

Along the backward way.

4. Thy path ascends the skies,

With conquering footsteps bright;

And thou shalt win and wear the prize

In everlasting light.

J.O i • Invitationfrom Heaven to Earth.

1. Come to the land of peace;

From shadows come away
;

Where all the sounds of weeping cease,

And storms no more have sway.

2. Fear hath no dwelling here;

But pure repose and love

Breathe thro' the bright, celestial air

The spirit of the dove.

3. Come to the bright and blest,

Gathered from every land
;

For here thy soul shall find its rest,

Amid the shining band.

4. In this divine abode

Change leaves no saddening trace;

Come, trusting spirit, to thy God,

Thy holy resting-place.
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2. The world can never give

The bliss for which we sigh

:

'Tis not the whole of life to live,

Nor all of death to die.

3. Beyond this vale of tears

There is a life above,

Unmeasured by the flight of years;

And all that life is love.

4. There is a death whose pang
Outlasts the fleeting breath;

Oh, what eternal horrors hang
Around the second death

!

5. Lord God of truth and grace,

Teach us that death to shun

;

Lest we be banished from thy face,

And evermore undone.

-22:
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Gentleness of God's Commands.
Psalm lv.239.

1. How gentle God's commands

!

How kind his precepts are

!

Come, cast your burdens on the Lord,

And trust his constant care.

2. Beneath his watchful eye

His saints securely dwell;

That hand which bears all nature up,

Shall guard his children well.

3. Why should this anxious load

Press down your weary mind ?

Haste to your heavenly Father's throne.

And sweet refreshment find.

4. His goodness stands approved,

Unchanged from day to day:

I'll drop my burden at his feet,

And bear a song away.

O A A Rest in God.
L^l\), Genesis viii : 9.

1. Oh, cease, my wandering soul.

On restless wing to roam

;

All this wide world, to either pole,

Hath not for thee a home.

2. Behold the ark of God !

Behold the open door

!

Oh, haste to gain that dear abode,
And rove, my soul, no more.

3. There safe thou shalt abide,

There sweet shall be thy rest,

And every longing satisfied,

With full salvation blest.

/£ 4* I , " Create in me a clean heart."

1. Is this the kind return ?

Are these the thanks we owe ?

Thus to abuse eternal Love,
Whence all our blessings flow ?

2. To what a stubborn frame
Hath sin reduced our mind !

What strange, rebellious wretches we !

And God as strangely kind

!

3. Turn, turn us, mighty God !

And mold our souls afresh
;

[stone,

Break, sovereign Grace ! these hearts of

And give us hearts of flesh.

Let past ingratitude

Provoke our weeping eyes,

And hourly, as new mercies fall,

Let hourly thanks arise.
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The Voice of Jesus.

A? att. xi : 2S-30.242.
2. Hither come ! for here is found

Balm that flows for every wound;
Peace that ever shall endure,

Rest eternal, sacred, sure.

m. T» > • Isaiah liii : 4.

1. Weary sinner ! keep thine eyes

On th' atoning Sacrifice

;

View him bleeding on the tree,

Pouring out his life for thee.

2. Surely, Christ thy griefs hath borne

;

Weeping soul, no longer mourn :

Now by faith the Son embrace,

Plead his promise, trust his grace.

3. Cast thy guilty soul on him

;

Find him mighty to redeem :

At his feet thy burden lay;

Look thy doubts and care away.

4. Lord, come thou with power to heal

;

Now thy mighty arm reveal

:

At thy feet myself I lay

;

Take, oh, take my sins away

!

/^4r4t» " Koto is the day of salvation."

1. Haste, sinner ! now be wise
;

Stay not for the morrow's sun :

Wisdom if you still despise,

Harder is it to be won.

2. Haste, and mercy now implore

;

Stay not for the morrow's sun,

Lest thy season should be o'er

Ere the morrow is begun.

3. Haste. sinner ! now return
;

Stay not for the morrow's sun.

Lest thy lamp should cease to burn
Ere salvation's work is done.

4. Lord ! do thou the sinner turn

—

Turn him from his fearful state

;

Let him not thy counsel spurn,

Nor lament his choice too late.

Why will ye die?'
Ezek. xxxiii : 11.245.

1. Sinners, turn : why will ye die ?

God, your Maker, asks you why—
God, who did your being give,

Made you with himself to live.

2. Sinners, tnrn ! why will ye die ?

God, your Saviour, asks you why

—

He who did your souls retrieve,

He who died, that ye might live.

3. Will you let him die in vain ?

Crucify your Lord again ?

Why, ye ransomed sinners, why
Will ye slight his grace, and die ?

4. Sinners, turn ! why will ye die ?

God, the Spirit, asks you why

—

He who all your lives hath strove,

Wooed you to embrace his love.

5. Will ye not his grace receive ?

Will ye still refuse to live ?

Oh! ye dying sinners, why
Will ye grieve your God, and dio 1
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AVA, 6s & 4s. Dr. Hastings.
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I. Child of sin and sor-row! Filled with dis-may, \

Wait not for to-mor-row, Yield thee to - dav:
}

Heav'n bids thee comeWhile yet there's room

d. c Child of sin and sor-row ! Hear, and o - bey.

246.
2

Heb. iii. 13—15.

Child of sin and sorrow

!

Why wilt thou di^.?

Come while thou canst borrow
Help from on high :

Grieve not that love

"Which from above,

Child of sin and sorrow,

Would bring thee nigh.

Child of sin and sorrow !

Thy moments glide,

Like the flitting arrow,

Or rushing tide

;

Ere time is o'er,

Heaven's grace implore
)

Child of sin and sorrow,

In Christ confide.

GENTLE CALL.

247.
1. Child of sin and sorrow !

Where wilt thou flee ?

Through that long to-morrow,

Eternity ?

Exiled from home,

Darkly to roam,

Child of sin and sorrow !

Where wilt thou flee ?

2. Child of sin and sorrow !

Lift up thine eye !

Heirship thou canst borrow,

In worlds on high :

In that high home,

Graven thy name
;

Child of sin and sorrow !

Swift homeward fly.

E. P. Pareer.
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248.
1. Jesus gently calls !

Wreary sinner, come

!

Leave the land of sin and want,

Hasten to thy happy home

!

God thy Father comes to meet thee

;

Saints and angels wait to greet thee

;

To thy Father and thy home,

Weary sinner, come I

2. Jesus, thy sweet call

Falls like evening dew
On our weary, thirsty souls,

Shedding life and strength anew :

Though to-day be full of sorrow,

Thy sweet smile can make to-morrow

Bright and clear; Saviour dear,

Let thy smile appear !



76 Warning and Invitation.

EXPOSTULATION. lis.

1. Oh, turn ye, oh, turn ye, for why will ye die,"When God in great mer-cy is com-ing so nigh ?

Xow Je - sus in-vites you, the Spirit says, Come, And angels are waiting to welcome you home.

w^r=^=z^m iS=p=: i=«: dz
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249. Ezek. xxxiii. 11.

2. And now Christ is ready your souls to receive,

Oh ! how can you question, if you will believe ?

If sin is your burden, why will ye not come?
'Tis you he bids welcome ; he bids you come home.

250.
1. Delay not, delay not, sinner, draw near,

The waters of life are now flowing for thee

;

No price is demanded, the Saviour is here

;

Redemption is purchased, salvation is free.

2. Delay not, delay not, why longer abuse

The love and compassion of Jesus thy God ?

A fountain is open, how canst thou refuse

To wash and be cleansed in his pardoning blood

!

3. Delay not, delay not, sinner, to come,

For Mercy still lingers and call thee to-day

:

Her voice is not heard in the vale of the tomb;

Her message unheeded will soon pass away.

4. Delay not, delay not, the Spirit of grace

Long grieved and resisted may take its sad flight,

And leave thee in darkness to finish thy race,

To sink into gloom of eternity's night.

5. Delay not, delay not, the hour is at hand,

The earth shall dissolve, and the heavens shall fade

;

The dead, small and great, in the judgment shall stand

What power then, sinner, will lend thee its aid !

~»> 1 • Job xxii. 21.

1. Acquaint thyself quickly, sinner, with God,
And joy, like the sunshine, shall beam on thy road;

And peace, like the dewdrop, shall fall on thy head,

And sleep, like an angel, shall visit thy bed.

2. Acquaint thyself quickly, sinner, with God,
And he shall be with thee when fears are abroad

;

Thy Safeguard in danger that threatens thy path

;

Thy Joy in the valley and shadow of death.



Way of Salvation 77

COME, YE DISCONSOLATE. lis & 10s.

Choir.

Come, ye dis-con-sol-ate, where'er ye languish; Come to the mer-cy-seat,fer-vent-ly kneel:

Congregation.

Here bring your wounded hearts,here tell your anguish,Earth has no sorrow that heav'n cannot heal

252.

1. Come, ye disconsolate, where'er ye languish
;

Come to the mercy-seat, fervently kneel

:

Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your anguish';

Earth has no sorrow that heaven cannot heal.

2. Joy of the comfortless, light of the straying,

Hope of the penitent, fadeless and pure

;

Here speaks the Comforter, tenderly saying

—

Earth has no sorrow that heaven cannot cure.

3. Here see the Bread of Life ; see waters flowing

Forth from the throne of God, pure from above

;

Come to the feast of love—come, ever knowing
Earth has no sorrow but heaven can remove.

TO-DAY. 0s & 4s. Dr. L. Masoic.m ^=3=
3EE 3=3E ^>- ^=*—frr — -' » "

i

To-day the Sav-iour calls! Ye wand'rers^ome; Oh,ye benighted souls, "Why lon-ger roam?
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25d. Hxb. iii. 15.

1. To-day the Saviour calls !

Ye wand'rers, come

;

Oh, ye benighted souls,

Why longer roam ?

2. To-day the Saviour calls

;

Oh, hear him now

;

"Within these sacred walls

To Jesus bow.

6

3. To-day the Saviour calls;

For refuge fly

!

The storm of justice falls,

And death is nigh.

4. The Spirit calls to-day;

Yield to his power :

Oh, grieve him not away

—

'Tis mercy's hour.



78 Warning and Invitation.

WILL YOU GO ? 8s & 3s.
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D. c. And mil - lions more are on the road, Will you go? will you go?
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254.

1. We're trav'ling home to heaven above,

Will you go ?

To sing the Saviour's dying love,

Will you go ?

Millions have reached that blest abode,

Anointed kings and priests to God,
And millions more are on the road,

Will you go ?

2. We're going to see the bleeding Lamb,
Will you go ?

In rapturous strains to praise his name,
Will you go ?

The crown of life we there shall wear,

The conqueror's palms our hands shall

bear,

And all the joys of heaven we'll share,

Will you go ?

3.We're going to join the heavenly choir,

W you go

To raise our voice and tune the lyr°-,

Will you go ?

There saints and angels gladly sing

Hosanna to their God and King,
And make the heavenly arches ring.

Will you go ?

INVITATION. 6s.

PPllP^iii
Sinner

!
come/mid thy gloom, All thy guilt confessing ; Trembling now,contrite bow.Take the offered blessing.

255.

1. Sinner! come, 'mid thy gloom,

All thy guilt confessing;

Trembling now, contrite bow,
Take the offered blessing.

2. Sinner ! come, while there's room-

WT
hile the feast is waiting

;

While the Lord, by his word,

Kindly is inviting.

3. Sinner ! come, ere thy doom
Shall be sealed forever

;

Now return, grieve and mourn,
Flee to Christ, the Saviour.



Way of Salvation 79

8s. 73 & 7s. Dr. Hastings.

Come to Calvary's holy mountain, Sinners, ruined by the fall ! Here a pure and healing fountain Flows to you to

. m

Congregation.

+
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me. to all— In' a full, per-pet-ual tide, Opened when our Saviour died, Opened when our Savioui diel.

256.

1. Come to Calvary's holy mountain,

Sinners, ruined by the fall

!

Here a pure and healing fountain

Flows to you, to me, to all

—

In a full, perpetual tide,

Opened when our Saviour died.

2. Come, in sorrow and contrition,

Wounded, impotent and blind !

Here the guilty, free remission,

Here the troubled, peace may find

;

Health this fountain will restore,

He that drinks shall thirst no more.

3. He that drinks shall live forever

;

'Tis a soul-renewing flood :

God is faithful; God will never

Break his covenant in blood,

Signed when our Redeemer died,

Sealed when he was glorified.

•257

1. Look to Jesus ! till, reviving,

Faith and love thy life-springs swell,

Strength for all good things deriving

;

Jesus hath done all things well

:

Work, while it is called to-day,

Works which shall not fade away.

2. Look to Jesus, prayerful waking
Where thy feet on roses tread

;

Follow, worldly pomp forsaking.

With thy cross, where he hath led :

Baffled shall the tempter flee.

And God's angels come to thee.

3. Look to Jesus, when, dark lowering,

Perils thy horizon dim

;

Once from him a band fell cowering;
Calm in tempest, look on him :

Wind and billow, fire and flood

—

Forward ! brave by trusting God.

4. Look to Jesus still to shield thee,

When no longer thou may'st live

;

In that last need, he will yield thee

Peace the world can never give :

He who finished all for thee

Takes thee, then, with him to be.

258.
" Neither shall any man pluck them out of

My hand."—Jobs x. 28.

1. Clouds and darkness round about thee

For a season vail thy face

;

Still I trust and cannot doubt thee,

Jesus, full of truth and grace

:

Resting on thy word I stand

:

None shall pluck me from thy hand.

2. Oh. rebuke me not in anger

;

Suffer not my faith to fail

;

Let not pain, temptation, languor

O'er my struggling heart prevail

!

Holding fast thy word I stand

:

None shall pluck me from thy hand.

3. In my heart thy word I cherish
;

Though unseen, thou still art near;

Since thy sheep shall never perish.

What have I to do with fear ?

Trusting in thy word I stand

:

None shall pluck me from thy hand.



80 The Voice of Free Grace.

SCOTLAND 12s. Dr. Clark.

Hal-le - hi in.li to the Lamb, who hath bought ns a par-don! We'll praise him a-gain,when we

The Voice of Free Grace
Qzx. xix. 17.259.

1. The voice of free grace cries, " Escape to the mountain,"

For Adam's lost race Christ hath opened a fountain

;

For sin and uncleanness, and every transgression,

His blood flows most freely in streams of salvation.

Hallelujah to the Lamb, &c.

2. Ye souls that are wounded, oh, flee to the Saviour;

He calls you in mercy—'t is infinite favor

:

Your sins are increasing, escape to the mountain

;

His blood can remove them, it flows from the fountain.

Hallelujah to the Lamb, &c.

3. When Zion we see, having gained the blest shore,

With harps in our hands, we will praise him the more

;

We'll range the sweet plains on the banks of the river,

And sing of salvation for ever and ever

!

Hallelujah to thr Lamb, &c.

^DU. " We will not Deplore Thee?

1. Thou art gone to the grave ! but we will not deplore thee,

Though sorrows and darkness encompass the tomb
;

The Saviour hath passed through its portals before thee,

And the lamp of his love is thy guide through the gloom.

2. Thou art gone to the grave ! we no longer behold thee,

Nor tread the rough paths of the world by thy side

;

But the wide arms of mercy are spread to enfold thee,

And sinners may hope, for the Sinless hath died.

3. Thou art gone to the grave ! and, its mansions forsaking,

Perchance thy weak spirit in doubt lingered long

:

But the sunshine of glory beamed bright on thy waking,

And full on thine ear burst the seraphim's song.

4. Thou art gone to the grave ! but we will not deplore thee,

Since God was thy Ransom, thy Guardian and Guide :

He gave thee, he took thee, and he will restore thee;

And death has no stins:, for the Saviour hath died.

* Sing the small note (half note) onlj in the last measure.
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BELMONT. 8s 7s & 4.
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1. Sin-ners, will you scorn the message

Hear, oh, hear it! Hear, oh, hear it!

Sent in mer - cy from a - bove ?

Ev - 'ry line is full of love.
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Ev - 'ry sentence, oh, how ten-der! Ev - 'ry line is full of love:

~ 1 • .Free Forgiveness.

2. Hear the heralds of the gospel

News from Zion's King proclaim

"To each rebel sinner pardon,

Free forgiveness in his name :"

||
: Oh, receive it! :||

"Free forgiveness in his name."

3. Now, ye angels, hovering round us,

Waiting spirits speed your way

;

Hast ye to the court of heaven,

Tidings bear without delay :

||: Rebel sinners
:||

Glad the message will obey.

"Look unto me and be ye saved."262.

1. Come, ye sinners, poor and wretched,

This is }
Tour accepted hour

:

Jesus ready stands to save you,

Full of pity, love, and power

:

J|:
He is able,

:||

He is willing ; doubt no more.

2. Agonizing in the garden,

Lo ! the Saviour prostrate lies

;

On the bloody tree behold him

!

Hear his cry, before he dies,

||: "It is finished !"
:||

Sinners, will not this suffice ?

3. Lo ! th' incarnate God ascended

Pleads the merit of his blood;

Venture on him, venture wholly,

Let no other trust intrude :

||: None but Jesus
:||

Can do helpless sinners good !

^0O» Haste to the Saviour.

1. Hear, sinner ! mercy hails you;
Now with sweetest voice she calls

;

Bids you haste to seek the Saviour,

Ere the hand of justice falls

:

||: Hear, sinner!
:||

'Tis the voice of mercy calls.

2. Haste, sinner, to the Saviour

!

Seek his mercy while you may

;

Soon the day of grace is over

;

Soon your life shall pass away

:

||: Haste, sinner !
:||

You must perish if you stay.

264.
1. Welcome, welcome, dear Redeemer

—

Welcome to this heart of mine;
Lord, I make a full surrender,

Every power and thought be thine,

||: Thine entirely,
:||

Through eternal ages thine.

2. Known to all to be thy mansion,

Earth and hell will disappear;

Or in vain attempt possession,

When they find the Lord is near

;

||: Shout, Zion !
:||

Shout, ye saints ! the Lord is here



82 God Calling yet. At the Or 08 8
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LOWRY. L. M
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Gto. F. Root, by permission.

Je-sus, my all, to heaven is gone— He whom I fix my hopes up
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His track I see, and I'll pur - sue The narrow way, till him I view.
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^00 • Christ the Way to God.

1. Jesus, my All, to heaven is gone

—

He whom I fix my hopes upon

;

His track I see, and I'll pursue

The narrow way, till him I view.

2. The way the holy prophets went,

The way that leads from banishment,

The King's highway of holiness,

I'll go, for all his paths are peace.

3. This is the way I long had sought,

And mourned because I found it not;

Till late I heard my Saviour say,

? Come hither, soul; I am the way."

4. Lo ! glad I come ; and thou, blest Lamb

!

Wilt take me, guilty as I am

:

Nothing but sin I thee can give;

Nothing but love shall I receive.

5. Now will I tell to sinners round
How dear a Saviour I have found :

I'll point to thy redeeming blood,

And say, " Behold the way to God !"

JX)\i* " God calling yet."

1. GrOD calling yet !—shall I not hear?

Earth's pleasures shall I still hold dear?

Shall life's swift passing years all fly,

And still my soul in slumbers lie ?

2. God calling yet !—shall I not rise ?

Shall I his loving voice despise,

And basely his kind care repay ?

He calls me still : can I delay ?

Repentance at the Cross.

3. God calling yet !—and shall he knock,

And I my heart the closer lock?

He still is waiting to receive,

And shall I dare his Spirit grieve ?

4. God calling yet !—and shall I give

No heed,but still in bondage live ?

I wait, but he does not forsake

;

He calls me still !—my heart, awake !

5. God calling yet !—I cannot stay.

My heart I yield without delay :

Vain world, farewell ! from thee I part

;

The voice of God hath reached my heart

!

267.
1. Here, at thy cross, my gracious Lord.

I lay my soul beneath thy love

:

Oh, cleanse me with atoning blood,

Nor let me from thy feet remove

!

2. Should worlds conspire to drive me thence.

Moveless and firm this heart should lie

;

Resolved, for that's my last defense,

If I must perish, there to die.

3. But speak, my Lord, and calm my fear

;

Am I not safe beneath thy shade ?

Thy vengeance will not strike me here,

Nor Satan dare my soul invade.

4. Yes, I'm secure beneath thy blood,

And all my foes shall lose their aim

:

Hosanna to my Saviour God !

And loudest praises to his name.
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"WARE. L. M Gxo. KiyasLET.
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At mer-cy's footstool would remain, And then would look—and look again.
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[. Let earth's alluring joys combine

j

While thou art near, in vain they call

;

One smile, one blissful smile of thine,

My dearest Lord ! outweighs them all.

j. Thy name my inmost powers adore

;

Thou art my life, my joy, my care :

Depart from thee ! 'tis death, 'tis more

—

'Tis endless ruin—deep despair !

). Low at thy feet my soul would lie

;

Here safety dwells, and peace divine

:

Still let me live beneath thine eye,

For life, eternal life, is thine.

L (\) • Longing to follow Christ.

.. thou, to whose all-searching sight

The darkness shineth as the light,

Search, prove my heart ; it pants for thee
;

Oh, burst these bonds, and set it free !

I. Wash out its stains, refine its dross

;

Nail my affections to the cross

;

Hallow each thought; let all within
Be clean as thou, my Lord, art clean.

!. While in this darksome wild I stray,

Be thou my light, be thou my way

:

No foes, no danger will I fear,

While thou, Almighty God, art near.

. When rising floods my soul o'erflow,

When sinks my heart in waves of woe,
Jesus, thy timely aid impart,

And raise my head, and cheer my heart.

. Saviour, where'er thy steps I see

;

Dauntless, untired, I follow thee;
Oh, let thy hand support me still,

And lead me to thy holy hill

!

£l)0« Unto Jesus.

!. Ah! bring a wretched wanderer home,
Now to thy footstool let me come,

And tell thee all my grief and pain,

And wait and look,—and look again !

!. Take courage, then, my trembling soul

;

One look from Christ will make thee

whole

:

Trust thou in him, 'tis not in vain,

But wait and look,—and look again.

:. Look to the Lord, his word, his throne;

Look to his grace, and not your own

;

There wait and look, and look again

;

You shall not wait, nor look in vain.

>. Ere long that happy day will come.
When I shall reach my blissful home

;

And when to glory I attain.

Oh. then I'll look.—and look again !

L 1) . None but Christ.

.. Thou only Sovereign of my heart,

3Iy Refuge, my almighty friend !

And can my soul from thee depart,

On whom alone my hopes depend ?

!. Whither, ah ! whither shall I go,

A wretched wand'rer from my Lord
Can this dark world of sin and woe
One glimpse of happiness afford ?

>. Eternal life thy words impart;

On these my fainting spirit lives

:

Here sweeter comforts cheer my heart,

Than all the round of nature gives.



84 Christian: at the Cross,

BHAINARD. C. M.
With tender and deep feeling.

D. E. Jowm.
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AT THE CROSS.
" 7 am crucified icith Christ.'

Gal. ii ; 20.271.

2. My heart dissolves to see thee bleed,

This heart so hard before;

I hear thee for the guilty plead,

And grief o'erflows the more.

3. 'Twas for the sinful thou didst die,

And I a sinner stand;

What love speaks from thy dying eye,

And from each pierced hand!

4. 1 know this cleansing blood of thine

Was shed, dear Lord, for me;
For me, for all—oh, grace divine!

—

Who look by faith on thee.

5. Christ of God ! spotless Lamb I

By love my soul is drawn;

Henceforth for ever thine I am,

Here life and peace are born.

6. In patient hope the cross I'll bear,

Thine arm shall be my stay;

And thou, enthroned, my soul shalt spare.

On thy great judgment-day.

/L I Zt% " Alas I and did my Saviour bleed?"

1. Alas! and did my Saviour bleed?

And did my Sovereign die ?

Would he devote that sacred head

For such a worm as I ?

2. Was it for crimes that I had done

He groaned upon the tree?

Amazing pity! grace unknown !

And love beyond degree

!

3. Well might the sun in darkness hide,

And shut his glories in,

When God, the mighty Maker, died
For man the creature's sin.

4. Thus might I hide my blushing face,

While his dear cross appears;
Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,

And melt mine eyes to tears. '

5. But drops of grief can ne'er repay
The debt of love I owe;

Here, Lord, I give myself away;
'Tis all that I can do.

/W I O* Forgiveness from the Cross.

1. 1 saw One hanging on a tree,

In agony and blood,

Who fixed his languid eyes on me,
As near the cross I stood.

Sure, never, till my latest breath,

Can I forget that look;

It seemed to charge me with his death,

Though not a word he spoke.

3. Alas ! I knew not what I did,

But now my tears are vain;

Where shall my trembling soul be hid ?

For I the Lord have slain.

4. A second look he gave, that said,

"I freely all forgive:

This blood is for thy ransom paid;

I die that thou may'st live."
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FREELAND. C. M From a Western Air.
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>^ I 4t» Prayer for a Sense of Sin.

1. Oh, for that tenderness of heart

Which bows before the Lord !

Owning how just and good thou art,

And trembling at thy word.

2. Oh, for those humble, contrite tears

Which from repentance flow !

Oh, for that sense of guilt which fears

The long-suspended blow

!

3. Saviour, to me in pity give,

For sin, the deep distress

—

The pledge thou wilt at last receive

;

And bid me die in peace.

4. Oh, fill my soul with faith and love.

And strength to do thy will

!

Raise my desires and hopes above
;

Thyself to me reveal.

'Turn Tliee unto me, and have mercy
upon me."275,

1. thou, whose tender mercy hears

Contrition's humble sigh
;

Whose hand indulgent wipes the tears

From sorrow's weeping eye

;

2. See, Lord, before thy throne of grace,

A wretched wanderer mourn :

Hast thou not bid me seek thy face ?

Hast thou not said—"Return"?

3. And shall my guilty fears prevail

To drive me from thy feet ?

Oh, let not this dear refuge fail,

This only safe retreat

!

4. Absent from thee, my Guide ! my Light

!

Without one cheering ray,

Thro' dangers, fears, and gloomy night,

How desolate my way !

5. Oh, shine on this benighted heart,

With beams of mercy shine I

And let thy healing voice impart
A taste of joy divine. •

Pleading ike Promise.276.
1. Lord, I approach the mercy-seat,

Where thou dost answer prayer

;

There humbly fall before thy feet,

For none can perish there.

2. Thy promise is my only plea

;

With this I venture nigh :

Thou callest burdened souls to thee,

And such, Lord, am I.

3. Bowed down beneath a load of sin,

By Satan sorely pressed,

By war without, aud fear within,

I come to thee for rest.

4. Be thou my shield and hiding-place;

That, sheltered near thy side,

I may my fierce accuser face,

And tell him thou hast died.

5. Oh, wondrous love !—to bleed and die,

To bear the cross and shame,

That guilty sinners, such as I,

Might plead thy gracious name.
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FEDERAL STREET. L. M.
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Q77 ".S/Mtto pity, lore? .' Lord forgive."

Aj I # • Psalm, li.

1. Show pity. Lord! Lord, forgive;

Let a repenting rebel live
;

Are not thy nrercies large and free ?

May not a sinner trust in thee ?

2. My crimes are great, but ne'er surpass

The power and glory of thy grace

:

Great God ! thy nature hath no bound,

So let thy pard'ning love be found.

3. Oh, wash my soul from every sin,

And make my guilty conscience clean !

Here on my heart the burden lies,

And past offenses pain mine eyes.

4. My lips with shame my sins confess,

Against thy law, against thy grace

;

Lord, should thy judgment grow severe,

I am condemned, but thou art clear.

5. Should sudden vengeance seize my breath,

I must pronounce thee just in death;

And if my soul were sent to hell,

Thy righteous law approves it well.

G. Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord !

"Whose hope, still hovering round thy

word,

Would light on some sweet promise there.

Some sure support against despair.

"Restore unto me the joy of Thy salvation."

Psalm li.278,
. A broken heart, my God, my King,

Is all the sacrifice I bring;

The God of grace will ne'er despise

A broken heart for sacrifice.

2. My soul lies humbled in the dust,

And owns thy dreadful sentence just;

Look down, Lord, with pitying eye,

And save the soul condemned to die.

3. Then will I teach the world thy ways

;

Sinners shall learn thy sovereign grace :

I'll lead them to my Saviour's blood,

And they shall praise a pard'ning God.

4. Oh, may thy love inspire my tongue !

Salvation shall be all my song;

And all my power shall join to bless

The Lord, my Strength and Righteous-

ness.

•Blot out my transgressions:

Psalm li.279.
1. thou that hear'st when sinners cry,

Though all my crimes before thee lie,

Behold me not with angry look,

But blot their mem'ry from thy book.

2. Create my nature pure within,

And form my soul averse to sin

;

Let thy good Spirit ne'er depart.

Nor hide thy presence from my heart

3. 1 cannot live without thy light.

Cast out and banished from thy sight

;

Thy holy joys, my God. restore,

And guard me that I fall no more.

-i. Tho' I have grieved thy Spirit, Lord,

His help and comfort still afford

;

And let a sinner seek thy throne,

To plead the merits of thy Son.



Who shall deliver 87

ZOU« " Who shall deliver mef

1. Oh that ray load of sin were gone !

Oh that I could at last submit

At Jesus' feet to lay it down

—

To lay my soul at Jesus' feet

!

2. Rest for my soul I long to find :

Saviour of all, if mine thou art,

Give me thy meek and lowly mind,

And stamp thine image on my heart.

3. Break off the yoke of inbred sin,

And fully set my spirit free :

I cannot rest, till pure within

—

Till I am wholly lost in thee.

4. Fain would I learn of thee, my God
;

Thy light and easy burden prove,

—

The cross all stained with hallowed blood,

The labor of thy dying love.

5. 1 would—but thou must give the power

;

My heart from every siu release :

Bring near, bring near the joyful hour,

And fill me with thy perfect peace !

-wUl, Searching the Heart.

1. Return, my roving heart, return,

And life's vain shadows chase no more
j

Seek out some solitude to mourn,
And thy forsaken God implore.

2. thou great God ! whose piercing eye
Distinctly marks each deep retreat,

In these sequestered hours draw nigh,

And let me here thy presence meet.

3. Through all the windings of my heart,

My search let heavenly wisdom guide

;

And still its beams unerring dart,

Till all be known and purified.

4. Then let the visits of thy love,

My inmost soul be made to share,

Till every grace combine to prove

That God has fixed his dwelling there.

Q Qi) " yi'J soul voaiteth for Thee?
^O-w, Psalm cxxx.

1. From deepdistress and troubled thoughts.

To thee, my God, I raise my cries

;

If thou severely mark our faults,

No flesh can stand before thine eyes.

2. But thou hast built thy throne of grace,

Free to dispense thy pardons there

;

That sinners may approach thy face,

And hope and love, as well as fear.

3. As the benighted pilgrims wait.

And long and wish for breaking day,

So waits my soul bef«ye thy gate

;

When will my God his face display ?

4. My trust is fixed upon thy word.

Nor shall I trust thy word in vain

;

Let mourning souls address the Lord,

And find relief from all their pain.

5. Great is his love, and large his grace,

Through the redemption of his Son

;

He turns our feet from sinful ways,

And pardons what our hands have done.

/wO«J. The Joy unknown in Heaven.

1. Trembling, before thine awful throne,

Lord, in dust my sins I own.
Justice and mercy for ray life

Contend : oh, smile, and heal the strife !

2. The Saviour smiles—upon my soul

!

New tides of hope tumultuous roll

His voice proclaims my pardon found
;

Seraphic transport wings the sound I

3. Earth has a joy unknown in heaven

—

The new-born peace of sins forgiven :

Tears of such pure and deep delight,

Ye angels ! never dimmed your sight.

4. Ye know where morn exulting springs,

And evening folds her drooping wings;

Loud is your song : the heavenly plain

Is shaken by your choral strain.

5. But I amid your choir shall shine,

And all your knowledge will be mine;
Ye on your harps must lean to hear

A secret chord which mine will bear !

'2o-±. The Only Plea,

1. Jesus, the sinner's Friend, to thee,

Lost and undone, for aid I flee

;

Weary of earth, myself, and sin,

Open thine arms and take me in.

2. Pity and save my ruined soul

;

'Tis thou alone canst make me whole

;

Dark, till in me thine image shine,

And lost I am, till thou art mine.

3. At last I own it cannot be
That I shonld fit myself for thee :

Here. then, to thee I all resign;

Thine is the work, and only thine.

4. What can I say thy grace to move ?

Lord, I am sin,—but thou art love :

1 give up every plea beside,

Lord, I am lost,—but thou hast died !
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MERIBAH. C. P. M. Dr. L. Masox.
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2. 1 love to meet thy people now,

Before thy feet with them to bow,

Though vilest of them all;

But, can I bear the piercing thought,

What if my name should be left out,

When thou for them shalt call ?

3. Lord, prevent it by thy grace,

Be thou my only hiding-place,

In this the accepted day;

Thy pardoning voice, oh, let me hear,

To still my unbelieving fear,

Nor let me fall, I pray.

4. Among thy saints let me be found,

Whene'er th' archangel's trump shall

To see thy smiling face

;

[sound.

Then loudest of the throng I'll sing,

"W hile heaven's resounding mansions ring

With shouts of sovereign grace.

ZOO "No Refuge, of my own."

1. thou who hear'st the prayer of faith.

Wilt thou not save a soul from death,
That casts itself on thee ?

I have no refuge of my own,
But fly to what my Lord hath done,
And suffered once for me.

2. Slain in the guilty sinner's stead,

His spotless righteousness I plead,

And his availing blood
;

Thy merit, Lord, my robe shall be

;

Thy merit shall atone for me,

And bring me near to God.

3. Then save me from eternal death,
The Spirit of adoption breathe.

His consolations send :

By him some word of life impart,
And sweetly whisper to my heart,

" Thy Maker is thy Friend."

The Two Worlds.287.

. Lo, on a narrow neck of land,

'Twixt two unbounded seas, I stand,
Secure, insensible !

A point of time, a moment's space,

Removes me to that heavenly place,

Or shuts me up in hell.

. God, my inmost soul convert,

And deeply on my thoughtful heart
Eternal things impress

!

Give me to feel their solemn weight,

And tremble on the brink of fate,

And wake to righteousness.

Before me place in dread array,

The pomp of that tremendous day,

When thou, with clouds, shalt come
To judge the nations at thy bar;

And tell me, Lord, shall I be there,

To meet a joyfnl doom 1

Saviour, then my soul receive,

Then bid me in thy presence live,

And reign with thee above

;

Where faith is sweetly lost in sight,

And hope in full, supreme delight,

And everlasting love.
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288, Johs hi. 3.

1. Awaked by Sinai's awful sound,

My soul in bonds of guilt I found,

And knew not where to go

;

One solemn truth increased my pain,
" The sinner must be born again,"

Or sink to endless woe.

2. 1 heard the law, its thunders roll

While guilt lay heavy on my soul

—

A vast oppressive load

;

All creature-aid I saw was vain

:

" The sinner must be born again,"

Or drink the wrath of God.

8. The saints I heard with rapture tell,

How Jesus conquered death and hell,

To bring salvation near

;

Yet still I found this truth remain

—

" The sinner must be born again,"

Or sink in deep despair.

4. But while I thus in anguish lay,

The bleeding Saviour passed that way,
My bondage to remove :

The sinner, once by justice slain,

Xow by his grace is born again,

And sin^s redeeming love.

GANGES. C. P. M.

2S9. Surrender to the Love of God,

1. Lord, thou hast won—at length I yield ;

My heart, by mighty grace compelled,

Surrenders all to thee :

Against thy terrors long I strove,

But who can stand against thy love ?

—

Love conquers even me.

2. Yes, since thou hast thy love revealed,

And shown my soul a pardon sealed,

I can resist no more ;

Couldst thou for such a sinner bleed ?

Canst thou for such a rebel plead ?

I wonder and adore !

3. If thou hadst bid thy thunders roll,

And lightnings flash to blast my soul,

I still had stubborn been

;

But mercy has my heart subdued,
A bleeding Saviour I have viewed,
And now, I hate my sin.

4. Xow, Lord, I would be thine alone

—

Come, take possession of thine own,
For thou hast set me free

;

Released from Satan's hard command,
See all my powers in waiting stand,

To be employed by thee.

Old Melody.

290, Battle-Song of the Reformation.

1. Fear not, little flock, the foe

Who madly seeks your overthrow

;

Dread not his rage and power :

"What tho' your courage sometimes faints

!

This seeming triumph o'er God's saints

Lasts but a little hour.

2. Fear not ! be strong ! your cause belongs
To him who can avenge your wrongs ;

Leave all to him, your Lord
;

Though hidden yet from mortal eyes,

Salvation shall for you arise

:

He girdeth on his sword !

3. As sure as God's own promise stands,

Not earth, nor helLwith all their bands,

Against us shall prevail : [throne ;

The Lord shall mock them from his I

God is with us, we are his own

;

Our vict'ry cannot fail

!

4. Amen ! Lord Jesus, grant our prayer

;

Great Captain ! now thine arm make bare,

Thy church wi:A strength defend : J

So shall all saints and martyrs raise

A joyful chorus to thy praise,

Through ages without end !

291.

1. The mind was formed to mount sublime,
Beyond the narrow bounds of time,

To everlasting things;
But earthly vapors dim her sight,

And hang, with cold oppressive weight.
Upon her drooping wings.

2. Bright scenes of bliss—unclouded skies,

Invite my soul ;—oh, could I rise,

Nor leave a thought below,
I'd bid farewell to anxious care,

And say, to every tempting snare

—

Heaven calls, and I must go

!

3. Heaven calls—and can J yet delay ?

Can aught on earth engage my stay ?

Ah ! wretched lingering heart

!

Come, Lord ! with strength, and life and
light,

Assist and guide my upward flight,

And bid the world depart.
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ALETTA. 7s. Wk. B. Bradbcbt.

Depth of mer - cy!—can there be Mer-cy still re-served for me?
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4. These, and every secret fault,

Filled with grief and shame, we own
Humbled at thy feet we lie,

Seeking pardon from thy throne.

5. God is mercy ! God of grace !

Hear our sad, repentant songs;

Oh. restore thy suppliant race,

Thou to whom all praise belongs.

M %) Jm • Mercy for the Chief of Sinners.

1. Depth of mercy !—can there be

Mercy still reserved for me ?

Can my God his wrath forbear ?

Me. the chief of sinners, spare ?

2. 1 have scorned the Son of God,
Trampled on his precious blood,

"Would not harken to his calls,

Grieved him by a thousand falls.

3. Lord, incline me to repent;

Let me now my fall lament

—

Deeply my revolt deplore,

Weep, believe, and sin no more.

•4. Still for me the Saviour stands,

Shows his wounds, and spreads his hands
God is love ! I know, I feel

;

Jesus weeps, and loves me still.

— »''>. "Deep regret for foUits pott:*

1

.

God of mercy ! God of love !

Hear our sad, repentant song;

Sorrow dwells on every face.

Penitence on every tongue.

2. Deep regret for follies past,

Talents wasted, time misspent;

Hearts debased by worldly cares,

Thankless for the blessings lent;

3. Foolish fears and fond desires.

Vain regrets for things as vain
;

Lips too seldom taught to praise,

Oft to murmur and complain

;

294. V
'Lovett thou MeT

1. Could my heart so hard remain,

Prayer a task and burden prove,

Every trifle give me pain.

If I knew a Saviour's love ?

2. "When I turn my eyes within,

All is dark, and vain, and wild;

Filled with unbelief and sin.

Can I deem myself a child !

3. Yet I mourn my stubborn will.

Find my sin a grief and thrall;

Should I grieve for what I feel,

If I did not love at all ?

4. Lord, decide the doubtful case

;

Thou who art thy people's Sun,

Shine upon thy work of grace,

If it be indeed begun.

5. Let me love thee more and more,

If I love at all, I pray

;

If I have not loved before,

Help me to begin to-day.
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SEYMOUR. 7s. Yox Weber.
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'295 . "Bumbled in the dust."

1. Sovereign Ruler, Lord of all!

Prostrate at thy feet we fall
j

Hear, oh. hear our earnest cry !

Frown not, lest we faint and die.

2. Vilest of the sons of men,

Chief of sinners we have been :

Oft have sinned before thy face

;

Trampled on thy richest grace.

3. Justly might the fatal dart

Pierce our guilty, broken heart

;

^Justly might thy righteous breath

Doom us to eternal death.

4. Jesus ! save our dying soul

;

Make our broken spirit whole

:

Humbled in the dust we lie

;

Saviour ! leave us not to die.

296.
1. Prince of Peace, control my will;

Bid this struggling heart be still

;

Bid my fears and doubtings cease

;

Hush my spirit into peace.

2. Thou hast bought me with thy blood,

Opened wide the gate of God :

Peace I ask—but peace must be,

Lord, in being one with thee.

3. May thy will, not mine, be done;

May thy will and mine be one;

Chase those doubtings from my heart,

Now thy perfect peace impart.

4. Saviour \ at thy feet I fall

;

Thou my life, my God. my all

!

Let thy happy servant be

One forevermore with thee.

29/. Matt, v: 3.

1. When, my Saviour, shall I be

Perfectly resigned to thee ?

Poor and vile in mine own eyes,

Only in thy wisdom wise ?

2. Only thee content to know,

Ignorant of all below ?

Only guided by thy light.

Only mighty in thy might ?

3. Fully in thy life express

All the hights of holiness ?

Sweetly let my spirit prove

All the depths of humble love.

'ZaOm Psalm vi: 1,2.

1. G-ently, gently, lay the rod

On my sinful head. God !

Stay the wrath, in mercy stay.

Lest I sink beneath its sway.

2. Heal me, for my flesh is weak

;

Heal me, for thy grace I seek

;

This my only plea I make,

—

Heal me for thy mercy's sake.

3. Lo ! he comes—he heeds my plea;

Lo ! he comes—the shadows flee

;

Glory round me dawns once more

;

Rise, my spirit ! and adore.
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MADAN. C. M. W. B. Bradbcbt.
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^ £/ *7 • Wanderingsfrorn God.

1. How oft, alas ! this wretched heart

Has wandered from the Lord !

How oft my roving thoughts depart,

Forgetful of his word !

2. Yet sovereign mercy calls

—

u Return !"

Dear Lord, and may I come ?

My vile ingratitude I mourn :

Oh, take the wanderer home !

3. And canst thou.—wilt thou yet forgive,

And bid my crimes remove ?

And shall a pardoned rebel live,

To speak thy wondrous love ?

4. Almighty grace, thy healing power.

How glorious, how divine !

That can to life and bliss restore

A heart so vile as mine.

5. Thy pard'ning love, so free, so sweet,

Dear Saviour, I adore;

Oh. keep me at thy sacred feet,

And let me rove no more

!

D\J\J* u Oh, vcretched man thai lam P

1. With tears of anguish I lament,

Here, at thy feet, my God.

My passion, pride, and discontent,

And vile ingratitude.

2. Sure, there was ne'er a heart so base,

So false as mine has been

;

So faithless to its promises,

So prone to every sin !

3. How long, dear Saviour, shall I feel

These struggles in my breast ?

"When wilt thou bow my stubborn will.

And give my conscience rest.

•i. Break, sovereign Grace, oh, break t"

charm,

And set the captive free !

Reveal, almighty God. thine arm,
And haste to rescue me.

QA 1 "Oh. that 1 tcn-e as in months pott!"
D\J1* Jobxxix; 2.

1. Sweet was the time when first I felt

The Saviour's pardoning blood

Applied to cleanse my soul from guilt,

And bring me home to God.

2 Soon as the morn the light revealed,

His praises tuned my tongue

;

And, when the evening shade prevailed,

His love was all my song.

3. In prayer, my soul drew near the Lord,

And saw his glory shine;

And when I read his holy word,

I called each promise mine.

4. But now. when evening shade prevails,

My soul in darkness mourns;
And when the morn the light reveals,

No light to me returns.

5. Rise, Saviour ! help me to prevail,

And make my soul thy care;

I know thy mercy cannot fail;

Let me that mercy share.
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MAGOUN. C. M. D. E. Jcxes.
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OU— • " Oh, for a closer walk with God."

2. Return, holy Dove ! return,

Sweet messenger of rest

!

I hate the sins that made thee mourn.

And drove thee from my breast.

3. The dearest idol I have known,
Whatever that idol be,

Help me to tear it from thy throne,

And worship only thee.

4. So shall my walk be close with God,
Calm and serene my frame;

So purer light shall mark the road

That leads me to the Lamb.

muss
to the Lamb

II

Wilt not Thou deliver my feet
from falling?''303.

1. Alas ! what hourly dangers rise,

"What snares beset my way!

To heaven, oh, let me lift mine eyes,

And hourly watch and pray.

2. How oft my*mournful thoughts complain.

And melt in flowing tears!

My weak resistance, ah, how vain!

How strong my foes and fears

!

3. gracious God! in whom I live,

My feeble efforts aid

:

Help me to watch, and pray, and strive,

Though trembling and afraid.

4. Increase my faith, increase my hope,

When foes and fears prevail;

And bear my fainting spirit up,

Or soon my strength will fall.

5. Whene'er temptations fright my heart,

Or lure my feet aside.

My God, thy powerful aid impart,

My Guardian and my Guide.

6. Oh, keep me in thy heavenly way,
And bid the tempter flee!

And let me never, never stray

From happiness and thee.

OA j
" Oh, that 1 knew where I mightfind Him .'"

Ovt# Job xxiii : 3,

4

1. Oh, that I knew the secret place

"Where I might find my God!
I'd spread my wants before his face,

And pour my woes abroad.

2. I'd tell him how my sins arise,

What sorrows I sustain;

How grace decays, and comfort dies
r

And leaves my heart in pain.

,
3. He knows what arguments I'd take-

To wrestle with my God :

I'd plead for his own mercy's sake

—

I'd plead my Saviour's blood.

4. My God will pity my complaints.

And drive my foes away;
He knows the meaning of his sainter
When they in sorrow pray.

5. Arise, my soul ! from deep distress-,.

And banish every fear;

He calls thee to his throne of gracer

To spread thy sorrows there.
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ST. ANN'S. c. M. Dr. Croft.

1. My God, my Por - tion, and my Love, My ev - er - last - ins; All,
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2. To thee I owe my wealth and friends,

My health, and safe abode;

Thanks to thy name for meaner things,

But they are not my God.

3. How vain a toy is glittering wealth,

If once compared with thee !

Or what's my safety or my health,

Or all my friends to me !

4. "Were I possessor of the earth,

And called the stars my own,

Without thy graces and thyself,

I were a wretch undone.

5. Let others stretch their arms like seas,

And grasp in all the shore;

Grant me the visits of thy face,

And I desire no more.

tjU . Prayer for a Tender Conscience.

1. Oh for a principle within

Of jealous, godly fear!

Oh for a tender dread of sin

—

A pain to feel it near

!

2. That I from thee no more may part,

No more thy goodness grieve,

The filial awe, the fleshly heart,

The tender conscience, give.

3. Quick as the apple of the eye,

God ! my conscience make

;

Awake my soul when sin is nigh,

And keep it still awake.

4. If to the right or left I stray,

That moment, Lord, reprove;

And let me weep my life away,

For having grieved thy love.

5. Oh, may the least omission pain

My well-instructed soul

;

And drive me to the blood again,

Which makes the wounded whole

!

307.
I abhor myself, and repent in dust

and ashes."

1. Dear Saviour, when my thoughts recal 1

The wonders of thy grace.

Low at thy feet, ashamed, I fall,

And hide this wretched face.

2. Shall love like thine be thus repaid ?

Ah, vile, ungrateful heart

!

By earth's low. cares so oft betrayed

From Jesus to depart.

3. But he, for his own mercy's sake,

My wandering soul restores;

He bids the mourning heart partake

The pardon it implores.

|4. Oh. while I breathe to thee, my Lord,

The deep repentant sigh,

Confirm the kind, forgiving word,

With pity in thine eye !

5. Then shall the mourner at thy feet

Rejoice to seek thy face

;

And, grateful, own how kind, how sweet
Thy condescending grace

!
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1. I LOVE the Lord ; he heard my cries,

And pitied every groan :

Long as I live, when troubles rise,

I'll hasten to his throne.

2. I love the Lord ; he bowed his ear,

And chased my grief away :

let my heart no more despair,

While I have breath to pray

!

3. The Lord beheld me sore distressed,

He bade my pains remove :

Return, my soul, to God, thy rest,

For thou hast known his love !

4. My God hath saved my soul from death,

And dried my falling tears;

Xow to his praise I'll spend my breath,

And my remaining years.

QAQ " W^n 5/uI^ I come and appear before Godf
OVJO. Psalm xlii.

1. As pants the hart for cooling streams,

When heated in the chase,

So longs my soul. God, for thee,

And thy refreshing grace.

2. For thee, my God, the living God,
My thirsty soul doth pine

;

Oh ! when shall I behold thy face,

Thou Majesty divine ?

3. Why restless, why cast down, my soul ?

Trust God ; and he'll employ
His aid for thee, and change these sighs

To thankful hymns of joy.

4. Why restless, why cast down, my soul ?

Hope still ; and thou shalt sing

The praise of him who is thy God,
Thy health's eternal spring.

Q1 f\ "No joy without God."
01V/» Psalm lxxiii.

1. God, my supporter and my hope,

My help forever near,

Thine arm of mercy held me up,

When sinking in despair.

1

I I

2. Thy counsels, Lord, shall guide my feet,

Through this dark wilderness;

Thy hand conduct me near thy seat,

To dwell before thy face.

3. Were I in heaven without my God.
'T would be no joy to me

;

And while this earth is my abode,
I long for none but thee.

4. What if the springs of life were broke.
And flesh and heart should faint,

God is my soul's- eternal rock,

The strength of every saint.

5. Then, to draw near to thee, my God,
Shall be my sweet employ;

My tongue shall sound thy works abroad.
And tell the world my joy.

Oil. " Filled with all the fullness of God."

1. Lord, I would delight in thee,

And on thy care depend;
To thee in every trouble flee,

My best, my only Friend.

2. When all created streams are dried.

Thy fullness is the same :

May I with this be satisfied,

And glory in thy name.

3. No good in creatures can be found,

But what is found in thee

;

I must have all things and abound,
While God is God to me.

4. Oh. that I had a stronger faith,

To look within the vail,

To credit what my Saviour saith,

Whose word can never fail.

5. He who has made my heaven secure.

Will here all good provide :

While Christ is rich, can I be poor ?

What can I want beside ?

6. Lord, I cast my care on thee

;

I triumph and adore

:

Henceforth my great concern shall be

To love and please thee more.
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Q-| O Unchanging Trust.

Ol/C<. Psal& xviii.

2. Thou my deliv'rer, art, God;
My trust is in thy power:

Thou art my shield from foes abroad,

My safeguard, and my tower.

3. To thee will I address my prayer,

To whom all praise I owe

;

So shall I, by thy watchful care,

Be saved from every foe.

4. Then let Jehovah be adored,

On whom my hopes depend;

For who, except the mighty Lord,

His people can defend ?

*J 1 • Happiness in God only.

1. In vain I trace creation o'er,

In search of solid rest

:

The whole creation is too poor,

Too mean, to make me blest.

2. Let earth and all her charms depart,

Unworthy of the mind :

In God alone this restless heart

Enduring bliss can find.

3. Thy favor, Lord, is all I want

;

Here would my spirit rest

;

Oh, seal the rich, the boundless grant,

And make me fully blest

!

1 TC • " Dear Refuge ofmy weary soul."

1. Dear Refuge cf my weary sou!,

On thee, when sorrows rise

—

On thee, when waves of trouble roll,

My fainting hope relies.

2. To thee I tell each rising grief,

For thou alone canst heal

;

Thy word can bring a sweet relief

For every pain I feel.

3. Hast thou not bid me seek thy face ?

And shall I seek in vain ?

And can the ear of sovereign grace

Be deaf when I complain ?

4. No : still the ear of sovereign grace.

Attends the mourner's prayer

;

Oh, may I ever find access

To breathe my sorrows there !

5. Thy mercy-seat is open still

;

Here let my soul retreat.

With humble hope attend thy will,

And wait beneath thy feet.

O J O* Not my will, but Thine.

1. Author of good ! to thee we turn :

Thine ever-wakeful eye

Alone can all our wants discern

—

Thy hand alone supply.

2. Oh, let thy love within us dwell,

Thy fear our footsteps guide

;

That love shall vainer loves expel,

That fear all fears beside.

And since, by passion's force subdued,

Too oft with stubborn will

We blindly shun the latent good,

And grasp the specious ill ;

—

Not what we wish, but what we want,

Let mercy still supply :

The good we ask not, Father, grant;

The ill we ask, deny.
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Q1 CK
" Wait

>
I sav

>
on the Lord"

010. Psalm xxvii.
k

1. Soon as I heard my Father say,

" Ye children, seek my grace,"

My heart replied, without delay,

" I'll seek my Father's face."

2. Let not thy face be hid from me,

Nor frown my soul away

;

God of my life ! I fly to thee

In each distressing day.

3. Should friends and kindred, near and

Leave me to want, or die, [dear,

My God would make my life his care,

And all my need supply.

4. My fainting flesh had died with grief,

Had not my soul believed

To see thy grace provide relief;

Nor was my hope deceived.

5. Wait on the Lord, ye trembling sainte,

And keep your courage up

;

He'll raise your spirit when it faints,

And far exceed your hope.

«_)1 Q " Teach me the Way of thy Statutes."

dlC) m Psalm cxix.

1. Oh, that the Lord would guide my ways

To keep his statutes still

!

Oh, that my God would grant me grace

To know and do his will

!

2. Oh, send thy Spirit down, to write

Thy law upon my heart;

Nor let my tongue indulge deceit,

Nor act the liar's part.

3. Order my footsteps by thy word,

And make my heart sincere

;

Let sin have no dominion, Lord,

But keep my conscience clear.

4. Make me to walk in thy commands

—

'Tis a delightful road

;

Nor let my head, nor heart nor hands
Offend against my God.

MELODY. C. M. American Melody.
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Ol •« Trustful Christian Victorious.

1. My God ! the spring of all my joys,

The life of my delights.

The glory of my brightest days,

And comfort of my nights

!

2. In darkest shades if he appear,

My dawning is begun

;

He is my soul's sweet morning star,

And he my risiDg sun.

3. The opening heavens around me shine

With beams of sacred bliss,

While Jesus shows his heart is mine,

And whispers, I am his !

4. My soul would leave this heavy clay

At that transporting word,

Run up with joy the shining way,

T' embrace my dearest Lord.

5. Fearless of hell, and ghastly death,

I'd break through every foe

;

The wings of love and arms of faith

Should bear me conqu'ror through.

Q 1 O " More and More unto the Perfect Day,"
OLO» Paov. iv. 18.

1. Oh. for a gracious growth, in faith,

In knowledge and in power !

A soul, whose life through toil and strife,

Moves onward hour by hour !

2. Where is the growing blessedness

Of those who love the Lord

!

The ever new and clearer view

Of Jesus and his word !

3. Through hearts renewed, the new-born
In streams of rapture, flow; [joys,

But does my peace, each day, increase,

As rills, to rivers, grow ?

4. Holy Spirit, send thy grace

To rouse my sluggish soul

!

With tireless pace, to run the race,

Until I reach the goal

!

5. Help me, with eager feet to climb

The straight, but upward way,

That like the morn, from purple dawn,
Grows bright to golden day

!
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thine a - bounding grace.

O-wll, 7Vw5< and Js/nratton.

2. Saviour, I cling to thee,

Thou victor in the strife

;

Thy blood-paid ransom set me free,

My peace, my hope, my life.

3. Father, behold thy child
j

Guide me, and guard from ill

;

In dangers thick, thro' deserts wild,

Be my protector still.

4. Saviour, gird me with power
For thee the cross to bear

;

Victorious in temptation's hour,

Safe from the secret snare.

5. Ancient of days, to thee

By love celestial drawn,

My soul thy majesty shall see,

And greet her glory's dawn.

O'vlt Jesus our Living Head.

1. Our heavenly Father calls,

And Christ invites us near

;

With both, our friendship shall be sweet,

And our communion dear.

2. God pities all our griefs

;

He pardons every day,

—

Almighty to protect our souls,

And wise to guide our way.

3. How large his bounties are !

What various stores of good,

Diffused from our Redeemer's hand,

And purchased with his blood

!

4. Jesus, our living Head !

We bless thy faithful care,

—

Our Advocate before the throne,

And our Forerunner there.

5. Here fix, my roving heart

!

Here wait, my warmest love

!

Till the communion be complete,

In nobler scenes above.

0*Z
m
Z» God All and in All. xy

1. My God, my Life, my Love,

To thee, to thee I call;

I cannot live, if thou remove,

For thou art all in all.

2. To thee, and thee alone,

The angels owe their bliss

;

They sit around thy gracious throne,

And dwell where Jesus is.

3 Not all the harps above

Can make a heavenly place,

If God his residence remove,

Or but conceal his face.

4. Nor earth, nor all the sky,

Can one delight afford

—

No, not a drop of real joy

—

Without thy presence, Lord.

5. Thou art the sea of love,

Where all my pleasures roll

;

The circle where my passions move,

And center of my soul.
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LABAN. S. M. L. Masox. 1830.

QOQ Perfect Peace in Christ.

0~-D m Isaiah xxvi.

1. Thou very present aid

In suff'ring and distress,

The soul which still on thee is stayed,

Is kept in perfect peace.

2. The soul, by faith reclined

On the Redeemer's breast,

'Mid raging storms exults to find

An everlasting rest.

3. Sorrow and fear are gone,

Whene'er thy face appears :

It stills the sighing orphan's moan,
And dries the widow's tears.

4. It hallows every cross

;

It sweetly comforts me

;

Makes me forget my every loss,

And find my all in thee.

5. Jesus, to whom I fly,

Doth all my wishes fill

:

What tho' created streams are dry

;

I have the fountain still.

6. Stripped of my earthly friends,

I find them all in One

;

And peace, and joy that never ends,

And heaven in Christ begun.

QO A '' Mine Eyes are ever toward the Lord."
O^'t:. Psalm xxv.

1. Mine eyes and my desire

Are ever to the Lord

;

I love to plead his promises,

And rest upon his word.

2. Lord, turn thee to my soul;

Bring thy salvation near :

When will thy hand release my feet

From sin's destructive snare?

3. When shall the sovereign grace

Of my forgiving God
Restore me from those dangerous ways
My wandering feet have trod ?

4. O keep my soul from death,

Nor put my hope to shame !

For I have placed my only trust

In my Redeemer's name.

5. With humble faith I wait

To see thy face again

:

Of Israel it shall ne'er be said,

He sought the Lord in vain.

325. Watch and l^ayj

1. My soul ! be on thy guard

;

Ten thousand foes arise :

The hosts of sin are pressing hard

To draw thee from the skies.

2. Oh, watch, and fight and pray

!

The battle ne'er give o'er;

Renew it boldly every day,

And help divine implore.

3. Ne'er think the victory won,

Nor once at ease sit down

;

Thy arduous work will not be done
Till thou obtain thy crown.

4. Fight on, my soul, till death

Shall bring thee to thy God !

He'll take thee, at thy parting breath,

Up to his blest abode.

326. Energy of Zeal. 2 Peter iii. 11, 12.

1. Make haste, man, to live,

For thou so soon must die :

Time hurries past thee like the breeze

How swift its moments fly

!

2. To breathe, and wake, and sleep,

To smile, to sigh, to grieve

;

To move in idleness through earth

—

This, this is not to live.

3. Make haste, man, to do

Whatever must be done

;

Thou hast no time to use in sloth.

Thy day will soon be gone.

4. Up, then, with speed, and work

;

Fling ease and self away

—

This is no time for thee to sleep-

Up, watch, and work and pray !
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D.Z I • "Jesus, Lover of my soul."

2. Other refuge have I none

;

Hangs my helpless soul on thee :

Leave, ah ! leave me not alone

;

Still support and comfort me :

All my trust on thee is stayed,

All my help from thee I bring;

Cover my defenseless head

With the shadow of thy wing.

OjuO Christ a sufficient Savieur.

. Thou, Christ, art all I want,

More than all in thee I find :

Raise the fallen, cheer the faint,

Heal the sick, and lead the blind.

Just and holy is thy name

;

I am all unrighteousness :

False and full of sin I am;
Thou art full of truth and grace.

I. Plenteous grace with thee is found,

Grace to cover all my sin

;

Let the healing streams abound,

Make and keep me pure within.

Thou of life the fountain art,

Freely let me take of thee

;

Spring thou up within my heart;

Rise to all eternity.

oZt)* The Good Shepherd.

.. Jesus, Shepherd of the sheep

!

Powerful is thine arm to keep

All thy flocks with safest care,

Fed in pastures large and fair.

2. Thee their guide and guard they own

;

Thee they love, and thee alone;

Thee they follow day by day,

Fearful lest their feet should stray.

3. Lord, thy helpless sheep behold;

Gather all unto thy fold
;

Gently lead the wanderers home

;

Watch them, lest again they roam,

4. Bring thy sheep, now far astray,

Lost in Satan's evil way

;

Then, the fold and Shepherd one,

We shall praise thee round the throne.

330.
For to me to lire is Cfirist.'

Phil i : 21.

1. Christ, of all my hopes the Ground,
Christ, the Spring of all my joy,

Still in thee let me be found,

Still for thee my powers employ.

2. Fountain of o'erflowing grace,

Freely from thy fullness give

;

Till I close my earthly race,

Be it " Christ for me to live."

3. When I touch the blessed shore,

Back the closing waves shall roll

;

Death's dark stream shall never more
Part from thee my ravished soul

4. Thus, oh, thus an entrance give

To the land of cloudless sky !

Having known it "Christ to live,"

Let me know it "gain to die."
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HENDON. 7s- Dr. Malax.iSK
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" Oxs< toy burden upon the Lord"
OOl* Psalm lv. V

1. Cast thy burden on the Lord

;

Lean thou only on his word :

Ever will he be thy stay,

Though the heavens shall melt away.

2. Ever in the raging storm,

Thou shalt see his cheering form,

Hear his pledge of coming aid :

" It is I, be not afraid."

3. Cast thy burden at his feet

;

Linger near his mercy-seat

:

He will lead thee by the hand
Gently to the better land.

4. He will gird thee by his power,

In thy weary fainting hour

;

Lean, then, loving, on his word

;

Cast thy burden on the Lord.

OO <£ • Isaiah vii : 14.

1. S"\yeeter sounds than music knows
Charm me in Immanuers name;

All her hopes my spirit owes

To his birth and cross and shame.

2. When he came, the angels sung,
" Glory be to God on high !

"

Lord ! unloose my stammering tongue

;

Who should louder sing than I ?

3. Did the Lord a man become
That he might the law fulfill,

Bleed and suffer in my room.

And canst thou, my tongue, be still ?

4. No, I must my praises bring,

Though they worthless are and weak

;

For should I refuse to sing,

Sure the very stones would speak.

5. my Saviour, Shield, and Sun,
Shepherd. Brother, Lord, and Friend

Every precious name in one !

I will love thee without end.

Odd* 1 Cor, xv : 10.

1. Blessed fountain, full of Grace !

Grace for sinners, grace for me

;

To this source alone I trace

What I am and hope to be.

2. What I am, as one redeemed,
Saved and rescued by the Lord;

Hating what I once esteemed,

Loving what I once abhorred.

3. What I hope to be ere long,

When I take my place above,
When I join the heavenly throng,

When I see the God of Love,

4. Then I hope like him to be,

Who redeemed his saints from sin,

Whom I now obscurely see,

Through a vail that stands between

5. Blessed fountain, full of grace!

Grace for sinners, grace for me

;

To this source alone I trace

What I am and hope to be.
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334.
1. Holy Father, thou hast taught me

I should live to thee alone;

Year by year thy hand hath brought me
On through dangers oft unknown.

When I wandered, thou hast found me

;

When I doubted, sent me light,

Still thine arm has been around me,

All my paths were in thy sight.

2. In the world will foes assail me,

Craftier, stronger far than I

;

And the strife may never fail me,

Well I know, before I die.

Therefore, Lord, I come believing

Thou canst give the power I need;

Through the prayer of faith receiving

Strength, the Spirit's strength, indeed.

3. I would trust in thy protection,

Wholly rest upon thine arm;
Follow wholly thy direction,

Thou, mine only guard from harm

!

Keep me from my own undoing,

Help me turn to thee when tried,

Still my footsteps, Father, viewing,

Keep me ever at thy side

!

All vain, without God's Blessing.
Psalm cxxvii.335.

1. Vainly through night's weary hours,

Keep we watch, lest foes alarm;

Vain our bulwarks, and our towers,

But for God's protecting arm.

2. Vain were all our toil and labor,

Did not God that labor bless;

Vain, without his grace and favor

Every talent we possess.

3. Vainer still the hope of heaven,

That on human strength relies;

But to him shall help be given,

Who in humble faith applies.

4. Seek we, then, the Lord's Anointed

;

He shall grant us peace and rest

:

Ne'er was suppliant disappointed,

Who to Christ his prayer addressed

O«j0. Self-Surrender. v
1. Take me, my Father, take me!

Take me, save me through thy Son

;

That which thou wouldst have me, make
Let thy will in me be done. [me,

2. Long from thee my footsteps straying.

Thorny proved the way I trod

;

Weary come I now, and praying

—

Take me to thy love, my God !

3. Fruitless years with grief recalling,

Humbly I confess my sin

;

At thy feet, Father, falling,

To thy household take me in.

4. Freely to thee now I proffer

This relenting heart of mine;

Freely life and soul I offer,

—

Gift unworthy love like thine.

5. Father, take me ! all forgiving,

Fold me to thy loving breast

;

In thy love forever living,

I must be forever blest.

* For the fifth verse begin at the Trio.
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Oh, what mer-cy flows from heaven ! Oh, what joy and hap - pi ness

!

OO I "Jama miracle ofgrace."

1. Hail, my ever blessed Jesus !

Only thee I wish to sing;

To my soul thy name is precious,

Thou my Prophet, Priest and King
Oh, what mercy flows from heaven

!

Oh, what joy and happiness !

Love I much ? I've much forgiven

—

I'm a miracle of grace !

2. Once with Adam's race in ruin,

Unconcerned in ski I lay;

Swift destruction still pursuing,

Till my Saviour passed that way

:

Witness, all ye hosts of heaven,

My Redeemer's tenderness

:

Love I much ? I've much forgiven

—

I'm a miracle of grace !

8. Shout, ye bright angelic choir

!

Praise the Lamb enthroned above

!

While, astonished, I admire

God's free grace and boundless love

That blest moment I received him
Filled my soul with joy and peace

:

Love I. much ? I've much forgiven

—

I'm a miracle of grace

!

OOO • " From grace to glory."

1. Know, my soul, thy full salvation

;

Rise o'er sin and fear and care;

Joy to find in every station

Something still to do or bear

:

Think what Spirit dwells within thce>
Think what Father's smiles are thine

;

Think that Jesus died to win thee

:

Child of heaven, canst thou repine ?

I. Haste thee on from grace to glory,

Armed by faith, and winged by prayer;
Heaven's eternal day before thee

—

G-od's own hand shall guide thee tfyere

Soon shall close thine earthly mission,

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days

;

Hope shall change to glad fruition,

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise.

339.

1. Jesus, full of all compassion, v

Hear thine humble suppliant's cry

:

Let me know thy great salvation

;

See ! I languish, faint, and die.

Guilty, but with heart relenting,

Overwhelmed with helpless grief,

Prostrate at thy feet repenting

—

Send, oh, send me quick relief!

2. Whither should a wretch be flying,

But to him who comfort gives ?

Whither, from the dread of dying,

But to him who ever lives ?

While I view thee, wounded, grieving,

Breathless on the cursed tree,

Fain I'd feel my heart believing

Thou didst suffer thus for me.
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CHRISTMAS. C. M.
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1. A - wake, my soul! stretch every nerve, ^nd press with vigor ou: A heavenly
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A bright im mortal crown.
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340.

S^^sfflaea
The Heavenly Race.

2. A cloud of witnesses around

Hold thee in full survey

;

Forget the steps already trod.

And onward urge thy way.

3. 'Tis God's all animating voice,

That calls thee from on high

;

'Tis his own hand presents the prize

To thine aspiring eye,

—

4. That prize with peerless glories bright

Which shall new luster boast,

When victor's wreaths and monarch's

gems
Shall blend in common dust.

5. Blest Saviour, introduced by thee,

Have I my race begun
;

And, crowned with victory, at thy feet

I'll lay my honors down.

OTtl " Am la soldier of Vie Cross t"

1. Am I a soldier of the cross,

A follower of the Lamb ?

And shall I fear to own his cause,

Or blush to speak his name?

2. Must I be carried to the skies

On flowery beds of ease,

While others fought to win the prize,

And sailed through bloody seas ?

3. Are there no foes for me to face ?

Must I not stem the flood ?

Is this vile world a friend to grace,

To help me on to God ?

4. Sure I must fight, if I would reign

:

Increase my courage, Lord

!

I '11 bear the toil, endure the pain,

Supported by the word.

5. Thy saints, in all this glorious war,

Shall conquer, though they die

;

They view the triumph from afar,

And seize it with their eye.

6. Wben that illustrious day shall rise,

And all thine armies shine

In robos of vict'ry through the skies,

The glory shall be thine.

Q JO " Tm not ashamed to own my Lord."
0*±L % 2 Tim. i ; 12.

1. I'm not ashamed to own my Lord,

Or to defend his cause
j

Maintain the honor of his word,

The glory of his cross.

2. Jesus, my God !—I know his name

—

His name is all my trust;

JXor will he put my soul to shame,

Nor let my hope be lost.

3. Firm as his throne his promise stands,

And he can well secure

What I've committed to his hands,

Till the decisive hour.

4. Then will he own my worthless name
Before his Father's face,

And in the New Jerusalem

Appoint my soul a place.
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P
ARNOLD. C. M.
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OttO • " His grace was not in vain."

1. Amazing grace ! (how sweet the sound
!)

That saved a wretch like me :

I once was lost, but now am found,

"Was blind, but now I see.

2. 'T was grace that taught my heart to fear.

And grace my fears relieved :

How precious did that grace appear,

The hour I first believed.

3. Through many dangers, toils, and snares,

I have already come
)

'T is grace has brought me safe thus far,

And grace will lead me home.

He, being dead yet speaketh"
Heb. xi.344.

1. Rise, my soul, pursue the path

By ancient worthies trod

;

Aspiring, view those holy men,

Who lived and walked with God.

2. Though dead, they speak in reason's ear,

And in example live

;

Their faith, and hope and mighty deeds

Still fresh instruction give.

3. 'T was through the Lamb's most precious

blood.

They conquered every foe :

And to his power and matchless grace

Their crowns of life they owe.

4. Lord ! may I ever keep in view

The patterns thou hast given,

And ne'er forsake the blessed road

That led them safe to heaven.

O A K "Let the children of Zion bejoyful in their

OTCtJ. King.'"

1. Sing, ye redeemed of the Lord,

Your great Deliverer sing

;

Pilgrims for Zion's city bound
,

Be joyful in your King.

2. His hand divine shall lead you on

Through all the blissful road,

Till to the sacred mount you rise.

And see your smiling Glod.

3. There garlands of immortal joy

Shall bloom on every hand
j

While sorrow, sighing and distress,

Like shadows, all are fled.

4. March on in your Redeemer's strength

Pursue his footsteps still

;

And let the prospect cheer your eye,

While lab'ring up the hill.

" Blessed i* he whose transgression is

forgiven.*'346,
1. Salvation ! oh, the joyful sound !

'T is pleasure to our ears

;

A sovereign balm for every wound,
A cordial for our fears!

2. Burried in sorrow and in sin,

At hell's dark door we lay !

But we arise by grace divine,

To see a heavenly day.

3. Salvation ! let the echo fly

The spacious earth around,

While all the armies of the sky

Conspire to raise the sound.
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WARNER. L. M
~j. J J I II

Arranged by Gno. Kiv^let.
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04b / « With my soul Jiave I desired Thee."

2. Why should my passions mix with earth.

And thus debase my heavenly birth ?

Why should I cleave to things below,

And let my God, my Saviour, go ?

3. Call me away from flesh and sense

;

One sovereign word can draw me thence

;

I would obey the voice divine,

And all inferior joys resign.

4. Be earth, with all her scenes, withdrawn;
Let noise and vanity be gone :

In secret silence of the mind
My heaven, and there my God, I find.

QiQ " While, 1 live will 1 praise the Lord."
OtO • Psalm cxl vi.

1. God of my life ! through all my days

My grateful powers shall sound thy praise;

The song shall wake with opening light,

And warble to the silent night.

2. "When anxious care would break my rest.

And griefwould tear mythrobbing breast,

Thy tuneful praises raised on high,

Shall check the murmur and the sigh.

3. When death o'er nature shall prevail,

And all my powers of language fail,

Joy thro' my swimming eyes shall break,

And mean the thanks I cannot speak.

4. But, oh ! when that last conflict's o'er.

And I am chained to flesh no more,

With what glad accents shall I rise

To join the music of the skies !

Q A Q " IVhen 1 am weak, then am I strong."
OttcJ. 2 Cor. xii: 7.

1. Let me but hear my Saviour say,

" Strength shall be equal to thy day,"

Then I rejoice in deep distress,

Leaning on all-sufficient grace.

2. I can do all things—or can bear

All suffering, if my Lord be there

;

Sweet pleasures mingle with the pains,

While he my sinking head sustains.

3. 1 glory in infirmity,

That Christ's own power may rest on me :

When I am weak, then am I strong,

Grace is my shield, and Christ my song.

O U « "Co, labor on."

1. Go, labor on ; spend and be spent,

—

Thy joy to do the Father's will

:

It is the way the Master went

;

Should not the servant tread it still ?

2. Go, labor on ; 'tis not for naught

;

Thine earthly loss is heavenly gain :

Men heed thee, love thee, praise thee not
)

The Master praises,—what are men ?

3. Go, labor on ; enough, while here,

If he shall praise thee, if he deign

Thy willing heart to mark and cheer :

No toil for him shall be in vain.

4. Toil on, and in thy toil rejoice;

For toil comes rest, for exile home

;

Soon shalt thou hear the Bridegroom's

voice,

The midnight peal :
" Behold I come !"
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MIHABELLE. L. M Geo. F. Root. From the Triumph, bv pel-mission.
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Awake, my soul! lift up thine eyes; See where thy foes against thee rise,
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OKI " Stand therefore—taking the shield

OOI» offaith."

1. Awake, my soul ! lift up thine eyes

;

See where thy foes against thee rise,

In long array, a numerous host

:

Awake, my soul, or thou art lost

!

2. Thou tread'st upon enchanted ground;
Perils and snares beset thee round

;

Beware of all
;
guard every part

;

But most, the traitor in thy heart.

3. Come then, my soul ! now learn to wield

The weight of thine immortal shield
;

Put on the armor, from above,

Of heavenly truth, and heavenly love.

4. The terror and the charm repel,

An.d powers of earth, and powers of hell;

The Man of Calv'ry triumphed here :

Why should his faithful followers fear ?

Od£, " Stand up, my soul I shake off thy fears."

1. Stand up, my soul ! shake off thy fears,

And gird the gospel armor on

;

March to the gates of endless joy,

Where Jesus thy great Captain's gone.

2. Hell and thy sins resist thy course :

But hell and sins are vanquished foes :

Thy Jesus nailed them to the cross,

And sung the triumph when he rose.

3. Then let my soul march boldly on
;

Press forward to the heavenly gate :

There peace and joy eternal reign,

And glittering robes for conquerors

wait.

wmwm
4. There shall I wear a starry crown,

And triumph in almighty grace,

While all the armies of the skies

Join in my glorious Leader's praise.

Q^Q " They shall mount up with wings, as eagles."
OtJOi Isaiah xl : 31.

1. Awake, our souls ! away, our fears

!

Let every trembling thought be gone
;

Awake, and run the heavenly race,

And put a cheerful courage on !

2. True, 'tis a straight and thorny road,

And mortal spirits tire and faint;

But they forget the mighty God,
Who feeds the strength ofevery saint

—

3. The mighty God whose matchless power
Is ever new and ever young,

And firm endures, while endless years

Their everlasting circles run.

4. From thee, the overflowing spring,

Our souls shall drink a fresh supply

;

While such as trust their native strength

Shall melt away, and droop, a ad die.

5. Swift as an eagle cuts the air

We'll mount aloft to thine abode;
On wings ef love our souls shall fly,

Nor tire amid the heavenly road

!

Doxology.

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow !

Praise him, all creatures here below

!

Praise him above, ye heavenly host!

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost!



108 " Sta nd, t here/ore, having your loins girt about .

WEBB. 7s & 6s.
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1. Stand up! stand up for Jesus ! Ye soldiers of the cross; Lift high his royal banner,
D.s. Till every foe is vanquished,
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It must not suffer loss : From vict'ry unto vic-t'ry His army shall he lead,

And Christ is Lord indeed. d.s. :&•

354,
Stand, therefore, having your loins

girt about."

Stand up !—stand up for Jesus !

Stand in his strength alone

;

The arm of flesh will fail you

—

Ye dare not trust your own
;

Put on the Gospel armor,

And, watching unto prayer,

Where duty calls or danger,

Be never wanting there !

Stand up !—stand up for Jesus !

The strife will not be long

;

This day the noise of battle,

The next the victor's song

:

To him that overoometh,

A crown of life shall be

;

He with the King of Glory

Shall reign eternally

!

" Fear not, little flock."

Lcke xii : 32.355.
1. In heavenly love abiding,

No change my heart shall fear,

And safe is such confiding,

For nothing changes here :

The storm may roar without me,

My heart may low be laid,

But God is round about me,

And can I be dismayed ?

2. Wherever he may guide me,

No want shall turn me back
j

My Shepherd is beside me,

And nothing can I lack :

His wisdom ever waketh,
His sight is never dim :

He knows the way he taketh,

And I will walk with him.

3. Green pastures are before me,
Which yet I have not seen

;

Bright skies will soon be o'er me,
Where darkest clouds have been

;

My hope I cannot measure

;

My path to life is free

;

My Saviour has my treasure,

And he will walk with me.

ODD Psalm xxvii.

1. God is my strong salvation
;

What foe have I to fear f

In darkness and temptation,

My Light, my Help is near

:

Though hosts encamp around me.
Firm in the fight I stand

;

What terror can confound me,
With God at my right hand ?

2. Place on the Lord reliance
;

My soul with courage wait;

His truth be thine affiance,

When faint and desolate

:

His might thy heart shall strengthen,

His love thy joy increase

;

Mercy thy day shall lengthen
;

The Lord will give thee peace

!
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CONSECRATION HYMN. C. M. D.
Dedicated to Christian Conventions and Associations.

Words written expressly for this work, by Rev. Kay Palmer, D. D.
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long to know,And more would love thy name. All thy dear will Would we ful - fill, Till
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CONSECRATION AND WORK.
" T//OM knowest that 1 love, thee."
" Go u-orA: to-day in my vineyard.'

1. LoRD,thou hast taught our hearts to glow

With love's undying flame
;

But more of thee we long to know,

And more would love thy name.

Chorus. All thy dear will

Would we fulfill,

Till life's last toil is o'er
)

And when we rise

Beyond the skies,

We'll serve thee evermore.

2. Thy life, thy death, inspire our song,

Thy Spirit breathes through all

:

And here our feet would linger long,

But we obey thy call.

Chorus. All thy dear will, &c.

8. Thou bid'st us go, with thee to stand

Against hell's marshaled powers
;

And heart to heart and hand to hand,

To make thine honor ours.

Chorus. All thy dear will, &c.

4. With thine own pity, Saviour, see

The thronged and dark'ning way

!

We go to win the lost to thee

:

Oh, help us, Lord, we pray !

Chorus. All thy dear will, &c.

5. Teach thou our lips of thee to speak,
Of thy sweet love to tell

;

Till they who wander far shall seek,

And find and serve thee well.

Chorus. All thy dear will, &c.

6. O'er all the world thy Spirit send,
And make thy goodness known,

Till earth and heaven together blend
Their praises at thy throne !

Chorus. All thy dear will

Would we fulfill,

Till life's last toil is o'er;

And when we rise

Beyond the skies,

We'll serve thee evermore.



110 Christian : Pressing toward Heaven

PAUL. 10s, lis & 12s.
Bold arid decided.

From "Sabbath Hymn and Tuno Book."
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Breast the wave, Christian, when it is strongest; Watch for day,Christian,when night is longest;

Onward and onward still be thine endeavor; The rest that remaineth endureth for - ev - er.
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358.
1 press toward the Mark."

Phil. iii. 13, 14.

1. Breast the wave, Christian, when it is strongest;

Watch for day, Christian, when night is longest;

Onward and onward still be thine endeavor;

The rest that remaineth, endureth forever.

2. Fight the fight, Christian, Jesus is o'er thee

;

Run the race, Christian, heaven is before thee;

He who hath promised faltereth never

;

0, trust in his love that endureth forever.

3. Lift the eye, Christian, just as it closeth

;

Raise the heart, Christian, ere it reposeth :

Nothing thy soul from the Saviour shall sever

;

Soon shalt thou mount upward to praise him forever.

THY WILL BE DONE.
FINE.

Dr. L. Masox.

359. " Thy Will be. done:'

1. " Thy will be |
done I" ||

In devious way

The hurrying stream of
|
life may

|
run;||

Yet still our grateful hearts shall say,
|

" Thy will be
|
done."

2. " Thy will be
|
done !"|| if o'er us shine

A gladening and a
|

prosperous
|
sun,||

This prayer will make it more divine
; |

" Thy will be
|
done."

3. " Thy will be
|
done !"|| though shrouded o'er

Our
|

path with
|

gloom, || one comfort, one

Is ours :—to breathe, while we adore,
|

" Thy will be
|
done."



Christian Steadfastness and Faithfulness, 111

BUKNELL. lis & 12a
Bold and decided.

D. E. J0NE3.
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Stand for Christ! bravely stand! thee.thee he calleth; Stand for Christ, toil for Christ.
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STAND FOR CHRIST.

Q£Jf"k " Stand, therefore, having your loins girt about toith truth."
OVJKJ, Epqesians vi ; 14.

1. Stand for Christ ! bravely stand ! thee, thee he calleth
;

Stand for Christ, toil for Christ, till the night falleth;

Falter not, win the crown, ere day declineth,

—

The crown never fading—behold, how it shineth

!

2. Follow Christ ! take the cross, all uncomplaining

;

'Mid the strife thou shalt find strong arms sustaining;

When the foe onward sweeps, like a flood swelling,

Thy Lord shall defend thee, his madness all quelling.

3. "Watch and pray, faithful one, Hell would confound thee

;

Shafts of death ever fly thick all around thee;

Christ in love evermore o'er thee is bending,

And thou shalt go safely, his might thee defending.

1. Be thy heart warm with love, faithfully beating

;

Be thy heart dead to joys empty and fleeting;

Up to yon City fair always be climbing,

Where hymns of the holy for ever are chiming.



112 Christian ! Walk Car efully.

GEINNELL. 10s. J. R. Mdrrat. From the " Triumph," by permission.

Chris-tian! walk caro-ful-ly, dan-ger is near! On, in thy jour-ney, with trembling and fear;
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361. Walk Steadfastly, Christian.

1. Christian ! walk carefully, danger is near !

On, in thy journey, with trembling and fear;

Snares from without, and temptation within.

Seek to entice thee again into sin :

Christian ! walk cheerfully, though the fierce storm

Darken thy sky with the cloud of alarm;

Soon will those clouds and the tempest be past,

And thou dwell safely with Jesus at last.

2. Christian ! walk humbly, exult not in pride;

All that thou hast is by Jesus supplied

;

Holding thee up he directeth thy ways,

To him be ever the glory and praise :

Christian ! walk steadfastly, while it is light

;

Swift are approaching the shadows of night

;

All that thy Master hath bidden thee do,

Haste to perform, for thy moments are few.

3. Christian ! walk prayerfully, oft wilt thou fall,

If thou forget on thy Saviour to call

;

Safe shalt thou walk through each trial and care,

If thou art clad in the armor of prayer

:

Christian ! walk hopefully, trouble and pain

Cease when the haven of rest thou dost gain

;

This from the lips of the Judge, thy reward,
" Enter forever the joy of thy Lord I"
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MOUNT PISGAH. C. M
m Moderate

Familiar Melody.
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362,. In my Father's house are many mansions.

1. When I can read my title clear

To mansions in the skies,

I bid farewell to every fear,

And wipe my weeping eyes.

2. Should earth against my soul engage,

And hellish darts be hurled,

Then I can smile at Satan's rage,

And face a frowning world.

3. Let cares like a wild deluge come,

And storms of sorrow fall

;

May I but safely reach my home,

My God, my heaven, my all,

—

4. There shall I bathe my weary soul

In seas of heavenly rest,

And not a wave of trouble roll

Across my peaceful breast.

363. Now they desire a better country.

1. Oh ! could our thoughts and wishes fly

Above these gloomy shades.

To those bright worlds beyond the sky,

Which sorrow ne'er invades !

2. There joys unseen by mortal eyes,

Or reason's feeble ray,

In ever-blooming prospect rise,

Unconscious of decay.

3. Lord ! send a beam of light divine

To guide our upward aim

;

With one reviving touch of thine

Our languid hearts inflame.

4. Then shall, on faith's sublimest wing,

Our ardent wishes rise

To those bright scenes, where pleasures

Immortal in the skies. [spring
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HAY DEN. 7s & 6s. D. E. Jones.
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1. In holy contemplation,

We sweetly now pursue

The theme of God's salvation,

And find it ever new

;

Set free from present sorrow,

We cheerfully can say,

"Ev'n let the unknown morrow
Bring with it what it may."

2. It can bring with it nothing

But he will bear us through

;

Who gives the lilies clothing

Will clothe his people too

:

Beneath the spreading heavens
No creature but is fed

;

And he who feeds the ravens

Will give his children bread.

Ov)£)» An ancient Sacramental Hymn.

1. Bread to pilgrims given,

O food that angels eat,

Manna sent from heaven,

For heaven-born natures meet

!

Give us, for thee long pining,

To eat till richly filled;

Till, earth's delights resigning,

Our every wish is stilled 1

water, life-bestowing,

From out the Saviour's heart,

A fountain purely flowing,

A fount of love thou art

!

let us, freely tasting,

Our burning thirst assuage !

Thy sweetness, never wasting,

Avails from age to age.

3. Jesus, this feast receiving,

We thee unseen adore;

Thy faithful word believing,

We take—and doubt no more
Give us, thou true and loving,

On earth to live in thee

;

Then, death the vail removing,

Thy glorious face to see !

366.
1. Lamb of God ! still keep me

Near to thy wounded side

;

'Tis only there in safety

And peace I can abide

!

What foes and snares surround me !

What doubts and fears within !

The grace that sought and found me,

Alone can keep me clean.
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2. 'Tis only in thee hiding,

I feel my life secure

—

Only in thee abiding,

The conflict can endure :

Thine arm the victory gaineth

O'er every hateful foe
;

Thy love my heart sustaineth

In all its care and woe.

3. Soon shall my eyes behold thee.

With rapture face to face;

One half hath not been told me
Of all thy power and grace :

Thy beauty, Lord, and glory,

The wonders of thy love,

Shall be the endless story

Of all thy saints above.

TULLY. 7a & 6s. From " Sabbath Hymn and Tune Book."
•8-
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367. To Him that sitteth upon the Throne"

1. To thee, my God, my Saviour,

My soul, exulting, sings,

Rejoicing in thy favor,

Almighty King of kings !

I'll celebrate thy glory,

With all the saints above,

And tell the joyful story

Of thy redeeming love.

Soon as the morn with roses

Bedecks the dewy east,

And when the sun reposes

Upon the ocean's breast,

My voice in supplication,

My Saviour, thou shalt hear

0, grant me thy salvation,

And to my soul draw near

!

By thee through life supported,

I pass the dangerous road,

WT
ith heavenly hosts escorted

Up to their bright abode :

There cast my crown before thee,

And, all my conflicts o'er,

Unceasingly adore thee

:

What would an angel more ?

368. Psalm xx.

The Lord in trouble hear thee,

And help from Zion send

;

The God of grace be near thee

To comfort and befriend !

Thy human weakness strengthen,

Thy earthly wants supply,

Thy span of nature lengthen

To endless life on hijrh

!

2. Above his own anointed

His banner bright shall wave

;

Their times are all appointed
;

The Lord his flock will save

:

Through life's deceitful mazes,

Their steps will safely bear;

Accept their feeble praises,

And hear their every prayer.

Doxdogy.

To thee be praise forever,

Thou glorious King of kings

!

Thy wondrous love and favor

Each ransomed spirit sings :

WV11 celebrate thy glory

With all thy saints above,

And shout the joyful story

Of thy redeeming love.
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OLMUTZ. S. M. Gregorian.
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OO *J • " JVo</ar/ram home."

1. Your harps, ye trembling saints,

Down from the willows take :

Loud to the praise of love divine

Bid every string awake.

2. Though in a foreign land,

We are not far from home :

And nearer to our house above

We every moment come.

3. His grace will to the end

Stronger and brighter shine

;

Nor present things, nor things to come,

Shall quench the spark divine.

4. When we in darkness walk,

Nor feel the heavenly flame,

Then is the time to trust our God,

And rest upon his name.

5. Soon shall our doubts and fears

Subside at his control

;

His loving-kindness shall break through

The midnight of the soul.

O17A " Wait thnu His time."

OlU. Psalm 30.

1. Give to the winds thy fears

:

Hope on, be not dismayed :

God hears thy sighs and counts thy tears

;

God shall lift up thy head.

2. Through waves, and clouds and storms,

He gently clears thy way
;

Wait thou his time ! the darkest night

Shall end in brightest day.

3. Far, far above thy thought
His counsel shall appear,

When fully he the work hath wrought,
That caused thy needless fear.

4. What though thou rulest not

!

Yet heaven and earth and hell

Proclaim—God sitteth on the throne,

And ruleth all things well.

*J ( 1 • " I stand on Elan's Mount."

1. 1 stand on Zion's mount,

And view my starry crown

;

No power on earth my hope can shake,

Nor hell can thrust me down.

2. The lofty hills and towers,

That lift their heads on high,

Shall all be leveled low in dust

—

Their very names shall die.

3. The vaulted heavens shall fill,

Built by Jehovah's hands;

But firmer than the heavens, the Rock
Of my salvation stands.

O I jbm Psalm cxxvi ; 5.

1. The harvest dawn is near,

The year delays not long

;

And he who sows with many a tear,

Shall reap with many a song.

2. Sad to his toil he goes,

His seed with weeping leaves;

But he shall come, at twilight's close,

And bring his golden sheaves.
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TELEMANN'S CHANT. 7s. Ch. Zeuner.
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2. Faint not Christian ! though in rage

Satan would thy soul engage
;

Gird on faith's anointed shield,

—

Bear it to the battle-field.

3. Faint not, Christian ! though the world

Hath its hostile flag unfurled

:

Hold the cross of Jesus fast;

Thou shalt overcome at last.

4. Faint not. Christian ! though within

There's a heart so prone to sin

;

Christ, the Lord, is over all

;

He'll not suffer thee to fall.

5. Faint not, Christian ! Jesus near

Soon in glory will appear

;

And his love will then bestow

Power to conquer every foe.

6. Faint not, Christian ! look on high

;

See the harpers in the sky

:

Patient wait, and thou wilt join

—

Chant with them of love divine.

374. ITim. vi:12.

1

.

Much in sorrow, oft in woe,

Onward, Christians, onward go;

Fight the fight; and worn with strife,

Steep with tears the bread of life.

2. Onward, Christians, onward go

;

Join the war and face the foe

;

Faint not : much doth yet remain

;

Dreary is the long campaign.

3. Shrink not, Christians—will ye yield ?

Will ye quit the battle-field ?

Fight till all the conflict's o'er,

Nor your foes shall rally more.

But, when loud the trumpet blown,

Speaks their forces overthrown,

Christ, your Captain, shall bestow

Crown's to grace the conqueror's brow.

O i • Isaiah xxxt ; 8-10.

1. Children of the heavenly King,
As ye journey, sweetly sing;

Sing your Saviour's worthy praise,

Glorious in his works and ways.

2. Ye are traveling home to God,
In the way the fathers trod

;

They are happy now, and ye
Soon their happiness shall see.

3. Shout, ye little flock, and blest

!

You on Jesus' throne shall rest

;

There your seat is now prepared
;

There your kingdom and reward.

4. Fear not, brethren
;
joyful stand

On the borders of your land

;

Jesus Christ, your Father's Son,

Bids you undismayed go on.

5. Lord, submissive make us go,

Gladly leaving all below

;

Only thou our Leader be,

And we still will follow thee.
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2. " Fear not, I am with thee, oh, be not dismayed

;

For I am thy God, I will still give thee aid

:

I'll strengthen thee, help thee and cause thee to stano,

Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand.

3. " When through the deep waters I call thee to go,

The rivers of sorrow shall not overflow

;

For I will be with thee thy troubles to bless,

And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress.

4. " The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose,

I will not, I will not desert to his foes

;

That soul, though all hell should endeavor to shake.

I'll never—no, never—no, never forsake 1"

377. Loohiny Off

1. O eyes that are weary, and hearts that are sore

!

Look off unto Jesus, now sorrow no more

!

The light of his countenance shineth so bright,

That here, as in heaven, there need be no night.

2. While looking to Jesus my heart cannot fear

;

I tremble no more when I see Jesus near

:

I know that his presence my safeguard will be,

For, " Why are ye troubled ?" he saith unto me.

3. Still looking to Jesus, oh, may I be found,
When Jordan's dark waters encompass me round

:

They bear me away in his presence to be

;

I see him still nearer whom always I see.

4. Then, then shall I know the full beauty and grace
Of Jesus, my Lord, when I stand face to face

;

Shall know how his love went before me each day,

And wonder that ever my eyes turned away.
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378.
" Faint, yet pursuing"

JUDQK3 viii. 4.

2. He raiseth the fallen, he cheereth the faint

:

The weak, and oppressed—he will hear their complaint

;

The way may be weary, and thorny the road,

But how can we falter ? our help is in God

!

3. And to his green pastures our footsteps he leads

;

His flock in the desert how kindly he feeds

!

The lambs in his bosom he tenderly bears,

And brings back the wanderers all safe from the snares.

4. Though clouds may surround us, our God is our light ;

Though storms rage around us, our God is our might

:

So faint, yet pursuing, still onward we come
;

The Lord is our leader, and heaven is our home

!

°79.a
" He shall be called the Lord our Righteousness."

Jbk. xxiii. 6.

1. 1 once was a stranger to grace and to God

;

I knew not my danger, and felt not my load

:

Though friends spoke in rapture of Christ on the tree,
Jehovah, my Saviour, seemed nothing to me.

2. When free grace awoke me by light from on high,
Then legal fears shook me—I trembled to die :

No refuge, no safety, in self could I see

;

Jehovah, thou only my Saviour must be.

3. My terrors all vanished before his sweet name

;

My guilty fears banished, with boldness I came
To drink at the fountain, so copious and free

:

Jehovah, my Saviour, is all things to me.

4. Jehovah, the Lord, is my treasure and boast

;

Jehovah my Saviour—I ne'er can be lost

:

In thee I shall conquer, by flood and by field,

Jehovah my anchor, Jehovah my shield !

5. Ev'n treading the valley, the shadow of death,
This watchword shall rally my faltering breath ;

For, while from life's fever my God set me free,

Jehovah, my Saviour, my death-song shall be.
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BADEN. L. M. Dk. H \STING3.
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OOU . The Hidden Life.

1. Oh that I could forever dwell,

Delighted, at the Saviour's feet;

Behold the form I love so well,

And all his tender words repeat

!

2. The world shut out from all my soul,

And heaven brought in with all its

bliss

—

Oh ! is there aught, from pole to pole,

One moment to compare with this ?

3. This the hidden life I prize

—

A life of penitential love
;

When most my follies I despise,

And raise my highest thoughts above
;

4- When all I am I clearly see,

And freely own with deepest shame
;

When the Redeemer's love to me
Kindles within a deathless flame.

5. Thus would I live till nature fail,

And all my former sins forsake
;

Then rise to God within the vail,

And of eternal joys partake.

Return unto thy rent, my soul

,

Psalm cxvi.381.
"

1. Return, my soul, and sweetly rest

On thy almighty Father's breast;

The bounties of his grace adore,

And count his wondrous mercies o'er.

2. Thy mercy, Lord, preserved my breath,

And snatched my fainting soul from

death

;

Removed my sorrows, dried my tears,

And saved me from surrounding snares.

3. What shall I render to the Lord?
Or how his wondrous grace record ?

To him my grateful voice I'll raise,

With just thanksgiving to his praise.

4. Zion ! in thy sacred courts,

Where glory dwells, and joy resorts,

To notes divine I'll tune the song,

And praise shall flow from every tongue.

OOJmim Psalm cxix: 151.

1. Loye Divine ! that stooped to share

Our sharpest pang, our bitterest tear,

On thee we cast each earth-born care,

We smile at pain while Thou art near.

2. Though long the weary way we tread,

And sorrow crown each lingeringyear,

No path we shun, no darkness dread,

Our hearts still whispering, Thou art

near.

3. When drooping pleasure turns to grief,

And trembling faith is changed to fear,

The murmuring wind, the quivering leaf,

Shall softly tell us Thou art near.

4. On thee we fling our burdening woe,

Love Divine, forever dear

;

Content to suffer while we know,

Living or dying, Thou art near

!

Doxology.

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow !

Praise him, all creatures here below

!

Praise him above, ye heavenly host

!

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost

!
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OO0» " Ashamed of Jesus."

2. Ashamed of Jesus ! sooner far

Let evening blush to own a star

;

He sheds the beams of light divine

O'er this benighted soul of mine.

3. Ashamed of Jesus ! that dear Friend
On whom my hopes of heaven depend !

No : when I blush, be this my shame,
That I no more revere his name.

4. Ashamed of Jesus ! yes, I may,
When I've no guilt to was away

;

No tear to wipe, no good to crave,

No fears to quell, no soul to save.

5. Till then—nor is my boasting vain

—

Till then I boast a Saviour slain

!

And, oh, may this my glory be,

That Christ is not ashamed of of me !

QQ I " Because 1 live, ye shall live also."

QO±» John xiv: 19.

1. When sins and fears prevailing rise,

And fainting hope almost expires,

Jesus, to thee I lift mine eyes,

To thee I breathe my soul's desires.

2. If my immortal Saviour lives,

Then my immortal life is sure
;

His word a firm foundation gives

;

Here let me build, and rest secure.

3. Here let my faith unshaken dwell

;

Immovable the promise stands
;

Not all the powers of earth or hell

Can e'er dissolve the sacred bands.

4. Here, my soul ! thy trust repose

:

K Jesus is forever mine,

Not death itself, that last of foes,

Shall break a union so divine.

OOU a "I Bend the joys of earth away."

1. 1 SEND the joys of earth away;
Away, ye tempters of the mind,

False as the smooth, deceitful sea,

And empty as the whistling wind !

2. Your streams were floating me along,

Down to the gulf of black despair
;

And while I listened to your song,

Your streams had e'en conveyed me
there.

3. Lord ! I adore thy matchless grace,

Which warned me of that dark abyss,

Which drew me from these treacherous
seas,

And bade me seek superior bliss.

4. Now to the shining realms above
I stretch my hand and glance my eyes

;

Oh for the pinions of a dove,

To bear me to the upper skies !

OOO • Briif Call to praise Christ.

1. Worthy the Lamb of boundless sway,
In earth and heaven the Lord of all

:

Let all the powers of earth obey,

And low before his footstool fall.

2. Higher, still higher, swell the strain

;

Creation's voice the note prolong

!

Jesus, the Lamb, shall ever reign

:

Let hallelujahs crown the song !
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OO I • " My Jesus and my God."

2. 'Tis by the merits of thy death

Thy Father smiles again
;

'Tis by thine interceding breath

The Spirit dwells with men.

3. Till God in human flesh I see,

My thoughts no comfort find :

The holy, just, and sacred Three

Are terror to my mind.

4. But if Immanuel's face appear,

My hope, my joy, begin :

His name forbids my slavish fear;

His grace removes my sin.

5. While Jews on their own law rely,

And Greeks of wisdom boast,

I love th' incarnate Mystery,

And there I fix my trust.

OOO, The Xame of Jesus.

1. How sweet the name of Jesus sounds

In a believer's ear !

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds.

And drives away his fear.

2. It makes the wounded spirit whole,

And calms the troubled breast;

'Tis manna to the hungry soul,

And to the weary rest.

3. By thee, my prayers acceptance gain.

Although with sin defiled

;

Satan accuses me in vain,

And I am owned a child.

4 Jesus ! my Shepherd, Guardian, Friend

—

My Prophet, Priest, and King;

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End,
Accept the praise I bring.

5. Weak is the effort of my heart,

And cold my warmest thought;

But when I see thee as thou art,

I'll praise thee as I ought.

6. Till then I would thy love proclaim,

With every fleeting breath

;

And may the music of thy name
Refresh my soul in death.

O0«7a Christ our only Joy.

1. Jesus ! the very thought of thee

With gladness fills my breast

;

But dearer far thy face to see.

And in thy presence rest.

2. Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame,

Nor can the memory find

A sweeter sound than thy blest name,

Saviour of mankind !

3. Hope of every contrite heart,

Joy of all the meek

!

To those who fall, how kind thou art,

How good to those who seek

!

4. And those who find thee, find a bliss

Nor tongue, nor pen can show :

The love of Jesus—what it is,

None but his loved ones know.

5. Jesus, our only joy be thou !

As thou our prize wilt be

;

Jesus, be thou our glory now,

And through eternity.
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t5t/vJ. " Elect, precious."

1. Jesus ! I love thy charming name

;

'Tis music to mine ear:

Fain would I sound it out so loud,

That earth and heaven should hear.

2. All that my loftiest powers can wish,

In thee doth richly meet

;

Not to mine eyes is light so dear,

Nor friendship half so sweet.

3. Thy grace still dwells upon my heart.

And sheds its fragrance there

—

The noblest balm of all my wounds,

The cordial of my care.

4. I'll speak the honors of thy name
With my last lab'ring breath;

Then, speechless, clasp thee in mine arms,

The Conqueror of death.

Ot71. JoH*Yi:68.

1. To whom, my Saviour, shall I go,

If I depart from thee ?

My guide through all this vale of woe,

And more than all to me.

2. The world reject thy gentle reign,

And pay thy death with scorn
;

Oh ! they could plait thy crown again,

And sharpen every thorn.

3. But I have felt thy dying love

Breathe gently through my heart,

To whisper hope of joys above

—

And can we ever part?

4. Ah ! no, with thee I'll walk below,

My journey to the grave :

To whom, my Saviour, shall I go,

When only thou canst save ?

%JO £> • " And Twill sup with him, and he with me,"

1. Come iu, come in, thou waiting One,
Thou man with Kingly mien

;

I open now this heart of stone

:

How patient hast thou been !

2. 1 heard thee knocking long ago,

But there were guests within,

Thy voice right well my heart did know,
But loved each bosom sin.

3. But, now, come in, the table spread,

Come in, I'll sup with thee

;

Pour out the wine thy soul hath bled,

And break love's bread for me,

4. 1 eat, I drink, and I am blest

!

Oh, never more depart;

I lean upon thy shelt'ring breast,

And feel thy breaking heart.

5. I charge you, tempters, never more
Invade this sacred place

;

Since Jesus has passed through the door,

And I have seen his face.

QQ Q " Tltou knowest that 1 love Thee."

*J*J*J JoHNxxi: 15—17.

1. Do not I love thee, my Lord ?

Behold my heart and see

;

And turn the dearest idol out

That dares to rival thee.

°. Do not I love thee from my soul ?

Then let me nothing love :

Dead be my heart to every joy

When Jesus cannot move.

3. Is not thy name melodious still

To mine attentive ear ?

Doth not each pulse with pleasure bound
My Saviour's voice to hear ?

4. Hast thou a lamb in all thy flock

I would disdain to feed ?

Hast thou a foe before whose face

I fear thy cause to plead ?

5. Would not my heart pour forth its blood

In honor of thy name ?

And challenge the cold hand of death

To damp th' immortal flame ?

6. Thou know'st I love thee, dearest Lord
;

But, oh ! I long to soar

Far from the sphere of mortal joys.

And learn to love thee more.

Ot/4. Tlie Good Shepherd.

1. To thee, my Shepherd, and my Lord,

A grateful song I'll raise
;

Oh, let the feeblest of thy flock

Attempt to speak thy praise !

2. But how shall mortal tongue express

A subject so divine ?

Do justice to so vast a theme,

Or praise a love like thine ?

3. My life, my love, my hope, I owe
To thine amazing love

;

Ten thousand thousand comforts here,

And nobler bliss above.

4. To thee my trembling spirit flies,

With sin and grief oppressed;

Thy gentle voice dispels my fears,

And lulls my cares to rest.

5. Lead on, dear Shepherd !—led by thee,

No evil shall I fear;

Soon shall I reach thy fold above,

And praise thee better there.
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T IB
Clirist loved Unseen.

1 Peter i : 7.395.
2. I see thee not, I hear thee not,

Yet art thou oft with me
;

And earth hath ne'er so dear a spot,

As where I meet with thee.

3. Like some bright dream that comes un

sought,

When slumbers o'er me roll.

Thine image ever fills my thought,

And charms my ravished soul.

4. Yet though I have not seen, and still

Must rest in faith alone

;

I love thee, dearest Lord !—and will,

Unseen, but not Unknown.

5. When death these mortal eyes shall seal,

And still this throbbing heart,

The rending vail shall thee reveal,

All glorious as thou art

!

QA/? Memory of (Jirist's L«ve precious.

OtJKJ • John xv: 13.

1. My blessed Saviour, is thy love

So great, so full, so free ?

Behold ! I give my love, my heart,

My life, my all to thee.

2. 1 love thee for the glorious worth

In thy great self I see

;

I love thee for that shameful cross

Thou hast endured for me.

3. No man of greater love can boast

Than for his friend to die
;

But for thy foes, Lord, thou wast slain :

What love with thine can vie

!

4. Though in the very form of God,

With heavenly glory crowned,

Thou wouldst partake of human flesh.

Beset with troubles round.

5. Thou wouldst, like wretched man, be
made

In everything but sin
;

That we as like thee might become,
As we unlike have been.

6. Lord, I'll treasure in my soul

The memory of thy love
;

And thy dear name shall still to me
A grateful odor prove.

OtJ ( • LiJKZ xxiii. 42.'

1. Jesus ! thou art the sinner's Friend;
As such I look to thee

;

Now, in the fullness of thy love;

Lord ! remember me.

2. Remember thy pure word of grace,

—

Remember Calvary

;

Remember all thy dying groans,

And then remember me.

3. Thou wondrous Advocate with God

!

1 yield myself to thee

;

While thou art sitting on thy throne,

Dear Lord ! remember me.

4. Lord ! I am guilty—I am vile,

But thy salvation's free

;

Then, in thine all-abounding grace,

Dear Lord ! remember me.

5. And, when I close my eyes in death,

When earthly helps all flee,

Then, my dear Redeemer God

!

I pray, remember me.
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CADDO. C. M.
Allegretto.— Cheerful.
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Wm, B. Bradbcrt.
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In won - der, joy, and love!

Ot/O, 27ie Beloved Name.

2. Not softest strains can charm my ears.

Like thy beloved name

;

Nor aught beneath the skies inspire

My heart with equal flame.

3. Where'er I look, my wondering eyes

Unnumbered blessings see;

But what is life, with all its bliss,

If once compared with thee ?

4. Hast thou a rival in my breast ?

Search, Lord, for thou canst tell

If aught can raise my passions thus,

Or please my soul so well.

5. No; thou art precious to my heart,

My portion and my joy :

Forever let thy boundless grace

My sweetest thoughts employ.

tJrJ*Jm Christ above all else.

1. Compared with Christ, in all beside

No comeliness I see
;

The one thing needful, dearest Lord,

Is to be one with thee.

2. The sense of thine expiring love

Into my soul convey
;

Thyself bestow ! for thee alone,

My All in All, I pray.

3. Less than thyself will not suffice

My comfort to restore
;

More than thyself I cannot crave,

And thou canst give no more.

9

4. Whate'er consists not with thy love,

Oh, teach me to resign !

I'm rich to all th' intents of bliss,

If thou, Lord, art mine.

~L\J\J* Living with Jesus.

1. Oh, could I find, from day to day
r

A nearness to my G-od !

Then should my hours glide sweet away,
While leaning on his word.

2. Lord, I desire with thee to live-

Anew from day to day
;

In joys the world can never give
r

Nor ever take away.

3. Blest Jesus ! come and rule my heart,.

And make me wholly thine,

That I may never more depart,

Nor grieve thy love divine.

4. Thus, till my last, expiring1 breathy

Thy goodness I'll adore

;

And when my frame dissolves in death,

My soul shall love thee more.

rr\J I • A Weeping Saviour*

1. And can mine eyes, without a tear,

A weeping Saviour see ?

Shall I not weep his groans to hear

Who groaned and died for me ?

2. Blest Jesus ! let those tears of thine--

Subdue each stubborn foe

;

Come, fill my heart with love divine,

And bid my sorrows flow.
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MANOAH. C. M. From Greatorex's Collection.
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j rif) " Thy righteousness, even Thine only.

*±\JZi • Psalm lxxi.

2. Thou art my everlasting trust;

Thy goodness I adore :

And since I knew thy graces first,

I speak thy glories more.

3. My feet shall travel all the length

Of the celestial road
;

And march with courage in thy strength.

To see my Father, God.

4. When I am filled with sore distress

For some surprising sin,

I'll plead thy perfect righteousness,

And mention none but thine.

5. How will my lips rejoice to tell

The vict'ries of my King !

My soul, redeemed from sin and hell,

Shall thy salvation sing.

6. Awake, awake, my tuneful powers !

With this delightful song

I'll entertain the darkest hours,

Nor think the season long.

•xUO, M Tfiou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb."

1. Thou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb,
I love to hear of thee

;

No music's like thy charming name,

Nor half so sweet can be.

2. Oh, may I ever hear thy voice

In mercy to me speak

;

In thee, my Priest, will I rejoice,

And thy salvation seek.

3. My Jesus shall be still my theme,

While on this earth I stay

;

I'll sing my Jesus' lovely name,
When all things else decay.

4. When I appear in yonder cloud,

With all his favored throng,

Then will I sing more sweet, more loud,

And Christ shall be my song.

JA J " Tfiat every tongue should confess."

4U-± Phil, ii : 5-11.

1. Jesus ! exalted far on high.

To whom a name is given

—

A name surpassing every name,

That's known in earth or heaven

!

2. Before thy throne shall every knee

Bow down with one accord

;

Before thy throne shall every tongue

Confess that thou art Lord.

3. Jesus ! thou, in the form of God,

Didst equal honor claim

;

Yet, to redeem our guilty souls,

Didst stoop to death and shame !

4. Oh, may that mind in us be formed,

Which shone so bright in thee

—

An humble, meek, and lowly mind,

From pride and envy free !

5. To others we would stoop, and learn

To emulate thy love

;

So shall we bear thine image here,

And share thy throne above.
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CONTENT. L. M.
Moderato.
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T1U • Cod KrftA us everywhere.

1. O Lord, how full of sweet content

Our years of pilgrimage are spent

!

Where'er we dwell, we dwell with thee,

In heaven, in earth, or on the sea.

2. To us remains nor place nor time
;

Our country is in every clime :

We can be calm and free from care

On any shore, since God is there.

3. While place we seek, or place we shun,

The soul finds happiness in none
j

But with our God to guide our way,

'Tis equal joy to go or stay.

4. Could we be cast where thou art not

That were indeed a dreadful lot

;

But regions none remote we
Secure of finding God in all.

call,

God's Eternity, and Man's Immortality.
P8ALM xc.411.

1. Through every age, eternal God,
Thou art our rest, our safe abode

:

High was thy throne ere heaven was made,
Or earth thy humble footstool laid.

2. Long hadst thou reigned ere time began,

Or dust was fashioned into man
;

And long thy kingdom shall endure,

When earth and time shall be no more.

3. But man, weak man, is born to die,

Made up of guilt and vanity :

Thy dreadful sentence, Lord, was just

—

" Return, ye sinners, to your dust.

4. Death, like an overflowing stream,

Sweeps us away : our life's a dream

—

An empty tale—a morning flower,

Cut down and withered in an hour !

•

5. Teach us, Lord, how frail is man

;

And kindly lengthen out our span,

Till, by thy grace, we all may be

Prepared to die, and dwell with thee.

/
A -i Q " Thou artfrom everlasting."
t-kVL* Psalm xciii.

1. Jehovah reigns.! He dwells in light,

Girded with majesty and might;

The world, created by his hands,

Still on its firm foundation stands.

2. But ere this spacious world was made,

Or had its first foundation laid,

Thy throne eternal ages stood,

Thyself the ever-living God.

3. Like floods the angry nations rise;

And aim their rage against the skies

:

Vain floods, that aim their rage so high !

At thy rebuke the billows die.

4. For ever shall thy throne endure

:

Thy promise stand for ever sure

;

And everlasting holiness

Becomes the dwelling of thy grace.

Doxology.

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow,

Praise hira, all creatures here below;

Praise him above, ye heavenly host

!

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost i



Thanhs God as a Faithful Creator. 129

' A I Q " Oh, tlvat men would praise the Lord !
"

4tlD # Psalm cvii.

1. Give thanks to God : he reigns above :

Kind are his thoughts, his name is love

His mercy ages past have known,

And ages long to come shall own.

2. Let the redeemed of the Lord
The wonders of his grace record

;

Israel, the nation whom he chose,

And rescued from their mighty foes.

3. He feeds and clothes us all the way.

He guides our footsteps lest we stray

;

He guards us with a powerful hand,

And brings us to the heavenly land.

4. Oh, let the saints with joy record

The truth and goodness of the Lord !

How great his works ! how kind his ways

Let every tongue pronounce his praise.

414. God a faithful Creator.

1. Praise, everlasting praise be paid

To him who earth's foundations laid :

Praise to the God, whose strong decrees

Sway the creation as he please.

2. Praise to the goodness of the Lord,

Who rules his people by his word

;

And there, as strong as his decrees,

Reveals his kindest promises.

3. Oh, for a strong, a lasting faith,

To credit what th' Almighty saith !

T' embrace the message of his Son,

And call the joys of heaven our own.

4. Then, should the earth's foundations

shake,

And all the wheels of nature break,

Our steady souls shall fear no more
Than solid rocks when billows roar.

WELLS. L. M.

415,
His mercy endureth forever."

Psalm cxxxvi.

1. Give to our God immortal praise

;

Mercy and truth are all his ways :

Wonders of grace to God belong
j

Repeat his mercies in your song.

2. Give to the Lord of lords renown,

The King of kings with glory crown :

His mercies ever shall endure,

When lords and kings are known no more.

3. He built the earth, he spread the sky,

And fixed the starry lights on high :

Wonders of grace to God belong
;

Repeat his mercies in your song.

4. He fills the sun with morning light,

He bids the moon direct the night

:

His mercies ever shall endure,

When suns and moons shall shine no more.

5. He sent his Son with power to save

From guilt, and darkness, and the grave:

Wonders of grace to God belong

;

Repeat his mercies in your song.

6. Through this vain world he guides our

And leads us to his heavenly seat
;

[feet,

His mercies ever shall endure,

When this vain world shall be no more.

4rlU« "He raiseth up thepoor out of the dust."

1. Up to the Lord, who reigns on high,

And views the nations from afar,

Let everlasting praises fly,

And tell how large his bounties are.

2. God, who must stoop to view the skies,

And bow to see what angels do,

—

Down to our earth he casts his eyes,

And bends his footsteps downward too.

3. He overrules all mortal things,

And manages our mean affairs

;

On humble souls, the King of kings

Bestows his counsels and his cares.

4. Our sorrows and our tears we pour

Into the bosom of our God

;

He hears us in the mournful hour,

And helps to bear the heavy load.

5. Oh! could our thankful hearts devise

A tribute equal to thy grace,

To the third heaven our song should rise,

And teach the golden harps thy praise.
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HYMN. C. M. From "Modern Harp."
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4tl I • Psalm cxiv.

2 God reigns on high; but ne'er confines

His goodness to the skies

;

Thro' the whole earth his bounty shines,

And every want supplies.

3. With longing eyes thy creatures wait

On thee for daily food

;

Thy liberal hand provides their meat,

And fills their mouth with good.

4. How kind are thy compassions, Lord

!

How slow thine anger moves !

But soon he sends his pardoning word,

To cheer the souls he loves.

5. Sweet is the memory of thy grace,

My God, my heavenly King;
Let age to age thy righteousness

In sounds of glory sing.

4. Fathers to sons shall teach thy name,
And children learn thy ways

;

Ages to come thy truth proclaim.

And nations sound thy praise.
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" I will sing praise to my God, while 1 have
my being.'

I will praise Thy name forever and ever."

Psalm cxiv.418.

1. Long as I live, I'll bless thy name,

My King, my God of love
;

My work and joy shall be the same

In the bright world above.

2. Great is the Lord, his power unknown
;

Oh, let his praise be great

!

I'll sing the honors of thy throne;

Thy works of grace repeat.

3. Thy grace shall dwell upon my tongue

;

And while my lips rejoice,

The men who hear my sacred song

Shall join their cheerful voice.

419.
L. Yes, I will bless thee, my God !

Through all my earthly days

;

And to eternity prolong

Thy vast, thy boundless praise.

I. In every smiling, happy hour;

Be this my sweet employ

:

Thy praise refines my earthly bliss,

And doubles all my joy.

3. When gloomy care and keen distress

Afflict my throbbing breast,

Thy praise shall mingle with my tears,

And lull each pain to rest.

4. Nor shall my tongue aloue proclaim

The honors of my God :

My life, with all its active powers,

Shall spread thy praise abroad.

5. Nor death itself shall stop my song,

Though it will close my eyes

;

My thoughts shall then to nobler heights,

And sweeter raptures rise.

6. There shall my lips in endless praise

Their grateful tribute pay

;

The theme demands an angel's tongue,

And an eternal day.
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BOARDMAN.

420. Sirereignty of God in his gift of grace.

1. gift of gifts ! Grace of faith !

My God, how can it be

That thou, who hast discerning love,

Shouldst give that gift to me !

2. How many hearts thou might'st have had
More innocent than mine !

How many souls more worthy far

Of that pure touch of thine

!

3. Ah, Grace ! into unlikeliest hearts

It is thy boast to come

;

The glory of thy light to find

In darkest spots a home.

4. Thy choice, God of goodness ! then
I lovingly adore

;

Oh, give me grace to keep thy grace,

And grace to long for more !

Fear him, ye saints, and ye w-ill then
Have nothing else to fear

;

Make ye his service your delight,

He'll make your wants his care

422. The pearl of great price.
Matt, xiii : 46.

421.
Under the shadow of the Almighty."

Psalm xxxiv.

1. Through all the changing scenes of life

In trouble and in joy,

The praises of my God shall still

My heart and tongue employ.

2. Of his deliverance I will boast,

Till all who are distressed

From my example comfort take,

And charm their griefs to rest.

3. Oh, magnify the Lord with me,
With me exalt his name !

When in distress to him I called,

He to my rescue came

4. The hosts ot God encamp around
The dwellings of the just;

Deliverance he affords to all

Who on his succor trust.

5 Oh, make but trial of his love

:

Experience will decide

How blest are they, and only they,

Who in his truth confide.

1. Ye glittering toys of earth, adieu !

A nobler choice be mine

;

A real prize attracts my view,

A treasure all divine.

2. Jesus, to multitudes unknown,
name divinely sweet

!

Jesus, in thee, in thee alone,

Wealth, honor, pleasure meet.

3. Should earth's vain treasures ail depart
Of this dear gift possessed,

I'd clasp it to my joyful heart,

And be forever blest.

4. Dear Sovereign of my soul's desires,

Thy love is bliss divine
;

Accept the gift that love inspires,

And bid me call thee mine.

423, The Voice of Praise.

1. Lift up to God the voice of praise,

Whose breath our souls inspired
;

Loud and more loud the anthems raise,

With grateful ardor fired.

2. Lift up to God the voice of praise,

Whose goodness, passing thought,
Loads every moment, as it flies,

With benefits unsought.

3. Lift up to God the voice of praise,

From whom salvation flows
j

Who sent his Son our souls to save

From everlasting woes.

4. Lift up to God the voice of praise,

For hope's transporting ray,

Which lights through darkest shades of
death

To realms of endless day.



132 Who can be compared with the Lord?

ST. MARTIN'S. C. M. Tanscb.
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1. thou, to whom all crea - tures bow "With - in this earth - ly frame.
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Through all the world, how great art thou ! How glo - rious is thy name
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/JO J Condescension o/ God.
T:i*T> Psalm viii.

2. When heaven, thy beauteous work on,5. Heaven, earth, and air, and sea are thine,

And the dark world of hellhigh,

Employs my wondering sight;

The moon that nightly rules the sky,

With stars of feebler light;

—

3. Lord, what is man that thou shouldst

To bear him in thy mind ! [deign

Or what his race, that thou shouldst prove

To them so wondrous kind !

4. thou, to whom all creatures bow
Within this earthly frame,

Through all the world, how great art thou!

How glorious is thy name !

A O ^ " Wlw can be compared unto the Lord f
"

Lx£iO • Pwalm lxxxix.

1. With reverence let the saints appear,

And bow before the Lord
;

His high commands with reverence hear.

And tremble at his word.

2. Great God ! how high thy glories rise

;

How bright thine armies shine!

Where is the power with thee that vies,

Or truth compared to thine !

3. The northern pole, and southern, rest

On thy supporting hand
;

Darkness and day, from east to west,

Move round at thy command.

4. Thy words the raging winds control,

And rule the boisterous deep
;

Thou mak'st the sleeping billows roll,

The rolling billows sleep.

How did thine arm in vengeance shine.

When Egypt durst rebel

!

6. Justice and judgment are thy throne,

Yet wondrous is thy grace
;

While truth and mercy joined in one,

Invite us near thy face.

4-^0. " Our God is full of might."

1. The Lord our God is full of might,

The winds obey his will

;

He speaks, and, in his heavenly height.

The rolling sun stands still.

2. Rebel, ye waves, and o'er the land

With threatening aspect roar :

The Lord uplifts his awful baud,

And chains you to the shore.

3. Howl winds of night, your force combine;

Without his high behest

Ye shall not, in the mountain-pine,

Disturb the sparrow's nest.

4. His voice sublime is heard afar,

In distant peals it dies :

He yokes the whirlwind to his car.

And sweeps the howling skies.

5. Ye nations, bend—in reverence bend;

Ye monarchs wait his nod,

And bid the choral song ascend

To celebrate our God.



I know that my Rede em er Liveth. 133

AC)**! " ôw in iears—reaP in J°y"
tt/C' / . Psalm cxxvi.

1. When God revealed his gracious name
And changed my mournful state,

My rapture seemed a pleasing dream,
The grace appeared so great.

2. The world beheld the glorious change,

And did thy hand confess;

My tongue broke out in unknown strains.

And sung surprising grace.

3. The Lord can clear the darkest skies,

Can give us day for night;

Make drops of sacred sorrow rise

To rivers of delight.

4. Let those that sow in sadness wait

Till the fair harvest come;

They shall confess their sheaves are great.

And shout the blessings home.

I know that my Redeemer liveth."

Job xix : 2b.428.
1. 1 know that my Redeemer lives

;

He lives who once was dead :

To me in grief he comfort gives;

With peace he crowns my head.

2 He lives, triumphant o'er the grave,

At God's right hand on high,

My ransomed soul to keep and save,

To bless and glorify.

3. He lives to fill my breast with love,

With joy my heart to feed

;

He lives to plead for me above,

To succor me in need.

4. He lives that I may also live.

And now his grace proclaim;

He lives that I may honor give

To his most holy name.

5. Let strains of heavenly music rise,

While all their anthem sing-

To Christ, my precious sacrifice,

And ever-living King.

AClCi " -H" tender mercies are over all

4rZ*7. Hiswtrks."

i. Thy goodness, Lord, our souls confess

Thy goodness we adore

;

A spring, whose blessings never fail

;

A sea" without a shore!

2. Sun, moon, and stars, thy love attest

In every golden ray

;

Love draws the curtains of the night,

And love brings back the day.

3. Thy bounty every season crowns
With all the bliss it yields;

With joyful clusters loads the vines,

With strengthening grain, the fields.

4. But chiefly thy compassion, Lord,

Is in the gospel seen
;

There, like a sun, thy mercy shines,

Without a cloud between.

5. There pardon, peace, and holy joy,

Through Jesus' name are given

;

He on the cross was lifted high,

That we might reign in heaven.

4toU# " Give thy heart."

1. When, as returns this solemn day,

Man comes to meet his God,
What rites, what honors shall he pay ?

How spread his praise abroad ?

2. From marble domes and gilded spires

Shall clouds of incense rise?

And gems, and gold, and garlands deck

The costly sacrifice

!

3. Vain, sinful man!—creation's Lord
Thine off'rings well may spare

;

But give thy heart, and thou shalt find,

Thy God will hear thy prayer.

How precious are thy thoughts unto me."
Pbaim cxxxix.431.

1. Jehovah, God ! thy gracious power
On every hand we see

;

Oh, may the blessings of each hour
Lead all our thoughts to thee

!

2. If, on the wings of morn, we speed

To earth's remotest bound,

Thy hand will there our footsteps lead.

Thy love our path surround.

3. Thy power is in the ocean deeps,

And reaches to the skies
;

Thine eye of mercy never sleeps,

Thy goodness never dies.

4. From morn till noon—till latest eve,

Thy hand, God, we see

;

And all the blessings we receive,

Proceed alone from thee.

5. In all the varying scenes of time,

On thee our hopes depend
;

Through every age, in every clime,

Our Father and our Friend.



134 Lost and Found.

PATTON. S. M. D. D. E. Jones.

1. 1 was a wandering sheep, I did not love the fold, I did not love my
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iQO u Lost, but Fmnd."
<±OL • 1 P*t. ii : 26.

3. The Shepherd sought his sheep,

The Father sought his child;

They followed me o'er vale and hill,

O'er deserts waste and wild.

4. They found me nigh to death,

Famished, and faint, and lone;

They bound me with the bands of love;

They saved the wandering one.

5. Jesus my Shepherd is,

'Twas he that loved my soul,

'Twas he that washed me in his blood,

'Twas he that made me whole.

6. 'Twas he that sought the lost,

That found the wandering sheep;

'Twas he that brought me to the fold,

'Tis he that still doth keep.

7. 1 was a wandering sheep,

I would not be controlled

;

But now I love my Shepherd's voice,

I love, I love the fold

!

8. I was a wayward child;

I once preferred to roam;

But now I love my Father's voice,

—

I love, I love his home

!

40D. Phil, i ; 21.

1. For me to live is Christ,

To die is endless gain,

For him I gladly bear the cross,

And welcome grief and pain.

Faithful may I endure,

And hear my Saviour say,

Thrice welcome home, beloved child,

Inherit endless day!

2. A pilgrimage my lot,

My home is in the skies,

I nightly pitch my tent below,

And daily higher rise

:

My journey soon will end,

My scrip and staff laid down

:

Oh, tempt me not with earthly toys,

I go to wear a crown.
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A Q/i " The
-
Lord " my Shepherd," .

'-kO'-k, Psalm xxiii.

1. The Lord my Shepherd is;

I shall be well supplied;

Since he is mine, and I am his,

What can I want beside ?

2 He leads me to the place

Where heavenly pasture grows

;

Where living waters gently pass,

And full salvation flows.

3. If e'er I go astray,

He doth my soul reclaim;

And guides me, in his own right way,

For his most holy name.

4. While he affords his aid,

I cannot yield to fear
;

Though I should walk through death's

dark shade.

My Shepherd's with me there.

5. In spite of all my foes,

Thou dost my table spread

;

My cup with blessings overflows,

And joy exalts my head.

6. The bounties of thy love

Shall crown my future days;

Nor from thy house will I remove,

Nor cease to speak thy praise.

The Song of the Lamb."
Rev. xv : 3, 4.435.

1. Awake, and sing the song

Of Moses and the Lamb !

Wake, every heart, and every tongue,

To praise the Saviour's name !

2. Sing of his dying love;

Sing of his rising power

;

Sing how he intercedes above,

For those whose sins he bore.

3. Sing, till we feel our hearts

Ascending with our tongues
;

Sing, till the love of sin departs,

And grace inspires our songs.

4. Sing on your heavenly way,

Ye ransomed sinners, sing !

Sing on, rejoicing every day

In Christ th' exalted King.

5. Soon shall we hear him say,

" Ye blessed children, come I"

Soon will he call us hence away
To our eternal home.

6. Soon shall our raptured tongue

His endless praise proclaim,

And sweeter voices tune the song

Of Moses and the Lamb.

A Qft " BUss the Lord
>
° my soul "

t;OU, Psalm siii.

1. Oh, bless the Lord, my soul

!

Let all within me join,

And aid my tongue to bless his name,
Whose favors are divine.

2. Oh bless the Lord, my soul

!

Nor let his mercies lie

Forgotten in unthankfulness,

And without praises die.

3. 'Tis he forgives thy sins
;

'Tis he relieves thy pain
;

'Tis he that heals thy sicknesses,

And makes thee young again.

4. He crowns thy life with love,

When ransomed from the grave;
He, who redeemed my soul from hell,

Hath sovereign power to save.

5. He fills the poor with good
;

He gives the sufferers rest

:

The Lord hath judgments for the proud,
And justice for th' oppressed.

6. His wondrous works and ways
He made by Moses known

;

But sent the world his truth and grace
By his beloved Son.

t:D / . Boldness in Prayer.

1. Behold the throne of grace!
The promise calls me near;

There Jesus shows a smiling face,

And waits to answer prayer.

2. That rich atoning blood,

Which sprinkled round I see,

Provides for those who come to Grod
• An all-prevailing plea.

3. My soul ! ask what thou wilt

;

Thou canst not be too bold :

Since his own blood for thee he spilt,

What else can he withhold !

4. Thine image, Lord, bestow,

Thy presence and thy love

;

I ask to serve thee here below,

And reign with thee above.

5. Teach me to live by faith

;

Conform my will to thine
;

Let me victorious be in death,

And then in glory shine.



136 Christ: Fullness of His Love.

ARIEL. C. P. M Dr. L. Masox.

Oh, could I speak the matchless worth, could T sound the glo-ries forth,

Which in my Saviour shine ! I'd soar.and touch the heavenly strings,And vie with Gabriel
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1. Oh, could I speak the matchless worth,

Oh, could I sound the glories forth

Which in my Saviour shine !

I'd soar, and touch the heavenly strings,

And vie with Gabriel, while he sings,

In notes almost divine.

2. I'd sing the precious blood he spilt,

My ransom from the dreadful guilt

Of sin and wrath divine :

I'd sing his glorious righteousness,

In which all perfect, heavenly dress,

My soul shall ever shine.

3. I'd sing the characters he bears,

And all the forms of love he wears,

Exalted on his throne :

In loftiest songs of sweetest praise,

I would to everlasting days

Make all his glories known.

4. Well, the delightful day will come

When my dear Lord will bring me home,

And I shall see his face

;

Then with my Saviour, Brother, Friend,

A blest eternity I'll spend.

Triumphant in his grace.

;

40 J. The Fullness qf Cfti-isCs Love.

1. LOVE divine, how sweet thou art

!

When shall I find my willing heart

All taken up by thee ?

I thirst, I faint, I die to prove

The greatness of redeeming love.

—

The love of Christ to me.

2. Stronger his love than death or hell,

No mortal can its riches tell,

Nor first-born sons of light

:

In vain they long its depths to see
;

They cannot reach the mystery,

—

The length, the breadth, the height.

3. God only knows the love of God
;

Oh that it now were shed abroad

In this poor, stony heart

!

For love I sigh, for love I pine;

This only portion, Lord, be mine

—

Be mine this better part.

[. Oh that I could forever sit

In transport at my Saviour's feet

!

Be this my happy choice

:

My only care, delight, and bliss,

My joy, my heaven on earth, be this,

To hear my Saviour's voice.

!
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440.
" Our feet shall stand within thy gates.'

Psalm cxxii.

1. The festal morn, my God, is come,

That calls me to thy sacred dome,
Thy presence to adore :

My feet the summons shall attend,

With willing steps thy courts ascend,

And tread the hallowed floor.

2. With holy joy I hail the day
That warns my thirsting soul away
To dwell among the blest

!

For, lo ! my great Redeemer's power
Unfolds the everlasting door,

And leads me to his rest

!

Hither, from earth's remotest end,

Lo ! the redeemed of God ascend,

Their tribute hither bring;

Here, crowned with everlasting joy,

In hymns of praise their tongues employ.

And hail th' immortal Kins:.

442. " The earth is full of Thy riches."

441 Col. ii : 10.

1. Come join,ye saints,with heart and voice,

Alone in Jesus to rejoice,

And worship at his feet

;

Come, take his praises on your tongues,

And raise to him your thankful songs,

" In him ye are complete \"

2. In him, who all our praise excels,

The fullness of the Godhead dwells,

And all perfections meet

:

The head of all celestial powers,

Divinely theirs, divinely ours
" In him ye are complete I"

3. Still onward urge your heavenly way,

Dependent on him day by day,

His presence still entreat

;

His precious name forever bless,

Your glory, strength and righteousness,

" In him ye are complete I"

4. Nor fear to pass the vale of death

;

In his dear arms resign your breath,

He'll make the passage sweet

;

The gloom and fears of death shall flee,

And your departing souls shall see

"In him ye are complete !"

1. Thy mighty working, mighty God !

Wakes all my powers ; I look abroad,

And can no longer rest

;

I, too, must sing when all things sing,

And from my heart the praises ring

The Highest loveth best.

2. If thou, in thy great love to us,

Wilt scatter joy and beauty thus
O'er this poor earth of ours

;

What nobler glories shall be given
Hereafter in thy shining heaven,

Set round with golden towers J

3. What thrilling joy, when on our sight

Christ's garden beams in cloudless light,

Where all the air is sweet;
Still laden with th' unwearied hymn
From all the thousand seraphim
Who God's high praise repeat

!

4. Oh, were I there ! oh that I now
Before thy throne, my God, could bow,
And bear my heavenly palm !

Then, like the angels, would I raise

My voice, and sing thine endless praise

In many a sweet-toned psalm.

443. Matt, i : 21.

1. Oh, let your mingling voices rise

In grateful rapture to the skies,

And hail a Saviour's birth

;

Let songs of joy the day proclaim,

When Jesus all-triumphant came
To bless the sons of earth.

2. He came to bid the weary rest;

To heal the sinner's wounded breast

;

To bind the broken heart

;

To spread the light of truth around;

And to the world's remotest bound,

The heavenly gift impart.

3. He came our trembling souls to save,

From sin, from sorrow, and the grave,

And chase our fears away

;

Victorious over death and time,

To lead us to a happier clime,

Where reigns eternal day.



138 Jesus, and Jesus only.

DLETON. 8s & 7s. Double.
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4:T~r • " Je$u$> I my cross have taken."

1. Jesus, I my cross have taken,

All to leave and follow thee

;

Naked, poor, despised, forsaken,

Thou, from hence, my all shalt be :

Perish every fond ambition,

All I've sought, or hoped, or known
Yet how rich is my condition !

God and heaven are still my own.

2. Let the world despise and leave me,

They have left my Saviour, too

;

Human hearts and looks deceive me

;

Thou art not, like them, untrue :

And while thou shalt smile upon me,

God of wisdom, love, and might,

Foes may hate, and friends may scorn me
Show thy face, and all is bright.

3. Man may trouble and distress me,

'T will but drive me to thy breast

;

Life with trials hard may press me,
Heaven will bring me sweeter rest.

Oh ! 'tis not in grief to harm me,

While thy love is left to me

;

Oh ! 'twere not in joy to charm me,

Were that joy unmixed with thee.

4tOi Pressing Forward.

1 . Pilgrims in this vale of sorrow

Pressing onward toward the prize,

Strength and comfort here we borrow

From the Hand that rules the skies.

1=-
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2. 'Mid these scenes of self-denial,

We are called the race to run
;

We must meet full many a trial

Ere the victor's crown is won.

3. Love shall every conflict lighten,

Hope shall urge us swifter on,

Faith shall every prospect brighten,

Till the morn of heaven shall dawn.

4. On the eternal arm reclining,

We, at length, shall win the day

;

All the powers of earth combining
Shall not snatch our crown away.

440. Matt, xvii : 8.

1. Jesus only, when the morning
Beams upon the path I tread;

Jesus only, when the darkness

Gathers round my weary head.

2. Jesus only, when the billows

Cold and sullen o'er me roll

;

Jesus only, when the trumpet

Kends the tomb and wakes the soul.

3. Jesus only, when in judgment
Boding fears my heart appall

;

Jesus only, when the wretched

On the rocks and mountains call.

4. Jesus only, when, adoring,

Saints their crowns before him bring;

Jesus only, I will, joyous,

Through eternal ages sing.
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447. Fe are Temples of the Living G^d."

2. Come, Almighty to deliver,

Let us all thy grace receive

;

Hasten thy return, and never,

Never more thy temples leave

!

Dwell in us with thy rich blessing,

Dwell in us with all thy love

;

We will praise thee without ceasing,

Serve thee as thy hosts above.

3. Finish, Lord, thy new creation

;

- Pure and spotless may we be;

Let us see thy great salvation

Perfectly restored in thee :

Changed from glory into glory,

Till in heaven we take our place

;

Till we cast our crowns before thee,

Lost in wonder, love and praise.

448. The Elder Brother.

t. Yes, for me, for me he careth

With a brother's tender care

;

Yes, with me, with me he shareth

Every burden, every fear :

Yes, o'er me, o'er me he watcheth,

Ceaseless watcheth, night and day

;

Yes, ev'n me, ev'n me he snatcheth

From the perils of the way.

2. Yes, for me he standeth pleading

At the mercy-seat above

;

Ever for me interceding.

Constant in untiring love :

Yes, in me abroad he sheddeth
Joys unearthly, love and light;

And to cover me he spreadeth

His paternal wing of might.

3. Yes, in me, in me he dwelleth;

I in him, and he in me

!

And my empty soul he filleth,

Here and through eternity :

Thus I wait for his returning,

Singing all the way to heaven

;

Such the joyful song of morning,
Such the tranquil song of even.

449. Our Friend, above all others.

1. One there is, above all others,

Well deserves the name of Friend
;

His is love beyond a brother's,

Costly, free, and knows no end :

Which of all our friends, to save us,

Could or would have shed his blood ?

But our Jesus died to have us

Reconciled in him to God.

4. When he lived on earth abased,

Friend of sinners was his name

;

Now, above all glory raised,

He rejoices in the same :

Oh, for grace our hearts to soften

!

Teach us, Lord, at length to love

;

We, alas ! forget too often

What a Friend we have above.
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4:0U • " ZtVm, et'ty of our God."

2. Lord, thy church is still thy dwelling,

Still is precious in thy sight;

Judah's temple far excelling,

Beaming with the gospel's light.

3. On the Rock of Ages founded,

What can shake her sure repose ?

With salvation's wall surrounded,

She can smile at all her foes.

4. Glorious things of thee are spoken,

Zion, city of our God;
He whose word can ne'er be broken

Chose thee for his own abode.

4D 1 • "I would love Thee."

1. 1 would love thee, God and Father !

My Redeemer, and my King!
I would love thee ; for, without thee,

Life is but a bitter thing.

2. 1 would love thee ; every blessing

Flows to me from out thy throne

:

I would love thee—he who loves thee

Never feels himself alone.

3. 1 would love thee ; look upon me,

Ever guide me with thine eye :

I would love thee ; if not nourished

By thy love, my soul would die.

4. 1 would love thee ; may thy brightness

Dazzle my rejoicing eyes

!

I would love thee; may thy goodness

Watch from heaven o'er all I prize.

Og
D

. I would love thee, I have vowed it
t

On thy love my heart is set

:

While I love thee, I will never

My Redeemer's blood forget.

4:0^. Giving the Heart.

. Take my heart, Father, take it

!

Make and keep it all thine own;
Let thy Spirit melt and break it

—

This proud heart of sin and stone.

. Father, make it pure and lowly,

Fond of peace, and far from strife

;

Turning from the paths unholy

Of this vain and sinful life.

. Ever let thy grace surround it

;

Strengthen it with power divine,

Till thy cords of love have, bound it

:

Make it to be wholly thine.

May the blood of Jesus heal it,

And its sins be all forgiven

;

Holy Spirit, take and seal it,

Guide it in the path to heaven.

Doxology.

Praise the God of our salvation,

Praise the Father's boundless love;

Praise the Lamb, our expiation

;

Praise the Spirit from above :

Praise the Fountain of salvation,

Him by whom our spirits live;

Undivided adoration

To the one Jehovah give

!



I am with you alway. 141

/jplQ " Under His icings shalt thnu trust."

ft«JD« Psalm xcl.

1. Call the Lord thy sure salvation,

Rest beneath th' Almighty's shade;

In his secret habitation

Dwell, and never be dismayed !

i. There no tumult can alarm thee,

Thou shalt dread no hidden snare
;

Guile nor violence can harm thee,

In eternal safeguard there.

6. Thee, though winds and waves are swell-

ing,

God, thy Hope, shall bear through all
j

Plague shall not come nigh thy dwelling,

. Thee no evil shall befall.

I. He shall charge his angel legions

Watch and ward o'er thee to keep,

Though thou walk through hostile regions,

Though in desert wilds thou sleep.

6. Since, with firm and pure affection,

Thou on God hast set thy love,

With the wings of his protection

He shall shield thee from above.

t:*.) 4t # " Bring ye all the tithes into the store-house,"

i. With my substance I will honor

My Redeemer and my Lord
j

Were ten thousand worlds my manor,
All were nothing to his word.

2. While the heralds of salvation

His abounding grace proclaim,

Let his friends, of every station.

Gladly join to spread his fame.

3. Be his kingdom now promoted.

Let the earth her Monarch know

;

Be my all to him devoted

;

To my Lord my all I owe.

4. Praise the Saviour, all ye nations!

Praise him, all ye hosts above

!

Shout, with joyful acclamations,

His divine, victorious love !

4tt)c). " Remember not against utformer iniquities:

1. Dread Jehovah ! God of nations

!

From thy temple in the skies,

Hear thy people's supplications
;

Now for their deliverance rise.

10

2. Though our sins, our hearts confounding,

Long and loud for vengeance call,

Thou hast mercy more abounding :

Jesus' blood can cleanse them all.

3. Let that love vail our transgression;

Let that blood our guilt efface :

Save thy people from oppression
;

Save from spoil thy holy place.

4. Lo ! with deep contrition turning,

Humbly at thy feet we bend
;

Hear us, fasting, praying, mourning,

Hear us, spare us, and defend

!

TrtJ v)« "Abide with usfor it is now toward evening.n

1. Tarry with me, my Saviour !

For the day is passing by;
See ! the shades of evening gather,

And the night is drawing nigh.

2. Deeper, deeper grow the shadows,

Paler now the glowing west,

Swift the night of death advances;

Shall it be the night of rest ?

3. Feeble, trembling, fainting, dying,

Lord, I cast myself on thee
;

Tarry with me through the darkness

;

While I sleep, still watch by me.

4. Tarry with me. my Saviour !

Lay my head upon thy breast

;

Till the morning ; then awake me

—

Morning of eternal rest

!

•* I am with you alway."
Matt, xxviii . 20.457.

1. Always with us, always with us

—

Words of cheer and words of love

;

Thus the risen Saviour whispers,

From his dwelling place above.

2. With us when we toil in sadness,

Sowing much and reaping none

;

Telling us that in the future

Golden harvests shall be won.

3. With us when the storm is sweeping
O'er our pathway dark and drear;

Waking hope within our bosoms,

Stilling every anxious fear.

4. With us in the lonely valley,

When we cross the chilling stream;

Lighting up the steps to glory

With salvation's radiant beam.



142 Xow I have found a Friend. Jesus my Lord.

NEW HAVEN, 6s & 4s. De. Hastings.

Jesus, thy name I love, All other names above, Jesus, my Lord ! Oh, thou art

"E

all to me ! Nothing to please I see, Nothing apart from thee, Jesus, my Lord

!

*--m- ^ & -£2- fZ? M .m. ^

E^B^llI

. Jesus, thy name I love,

All other names above,

Jesus, my Lord

!

Oh ! thou art all to me !

Nothing to please I see,

Nothing apart from thee,

Jesus, my Lord

!

Thou blessed Son of God,

Hast bought me with thy blood,

Jesus, my Lord !

Oh ! how great is thy love,

All other loves above,

Love that I daily prove,

Jesus, my Lord

!

When unto thee I flee,

Thou wilt my refuge be,

Jesus, my Lord !

What need I now to fear ?

What earthly grief or care.

Since thou art ever near ?

Jesus, my Lord

!

Soon thou wilt come again !

I shall be happy then,

Jesus, my Lord

!

Then thine own face I'll see.

Then I shall like thee be,

Then evermore with thee,

Jesus, my Lord I

Psalm xxxril ; 25. ^
Now I have found a Friend
Whose love shall never end

;

Jesus is mine.

Though earthly joys decrease,

Though human friendships cease,

Now I have lasting peace
)

Jesus is mine.

2. Though I grow poor and old,

He will my faith uphold
;

Jesus is mine.

He shall my wants supply
;

His precious blood is nigh,

Naught can my hope destroy;

Jesus is mine.

3. When earth shall pass away,

In the great judgment day,

Jesus is mine.

Oh, what a glorious thing

Then to behold my King,

On tuneful harps to sing,

Jesus is mine.

4. Father ! thy name I bless

;

Thine was the sovereign grace
;

Praise shall be thine
;

Spirit of holiness !

Sealing the Father's grace,

Thou mad'st my soul embrace

Jesus as mine.
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144 Christian: His Love for the Saviour,

OLIVET. 6s & 4s. Dr. L. Mason.

:}-F=|-=f5—

:

My faith looks up to thee, Thou Lamb of Calvary, Saviour divine ! Now hear me

fczzrf

3?
while I pray, Take all my guilt a-way, let me from this day Be whol-ly thine

tirr
:^_^_^_r_^_^^_^_

t=t=ltzEB=&=t
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462. Isaiah xlv : 22.

1. My faith looks up to thee,

Thou Lamb of Calvary,

Saviour divine !

Now hear me while I pray,

Take all my guilt away,

Oh, let me from this day

Be wholly thine !

2. May thy rich grace impart

Strength to my fainting heart;

My zeal inspire

;

As thou hast died for me,

Oh, may my love to thee

Pure, warm, and changeless be,

A living fire.

3. While life's dark maze I tread,

And griefs around me spread,

Be thou my guide

;

Bid darkness turn to day,

Wipe sorrow's tears away,

Nor let me ever stray

From thee aside.

4. When ends life's transient dream,

When death's cold, sullen stream

Shall o'er me roll,

Blest Saviour ! then in love,

Fear and distrust remove
;

Oh, bear me safe above,

A ransomed soul

!

463. Heb. xii : 2.

1. Saviour, I look to thee,

Be not thou far from me,
'Mid storms that lower :

On me thy care bestow,

Thy loving kindness show,

Thine arms around me throw,

This trying hour.

2. Saviour, I look to thee,

Feeble as infancy,

Gird up my heart

:

Author of life and light,

Thou hast an arm of might,

Thine is the sovereign right,

Thy strength impart.

3. Saviour, I look to thee,

Let me thy fullness see,

Save me from fear;

While at thy cross I kneel,

All my backslidings heal,

And a free pardon seal,

My soul to cheer.

4. Saviour, I look to thee,

Thine shall the glory be,

Hearer of prayer

:

Thou art my only aid,

On thee my soul is stayed,

Naught can my heart invade,

While thou art near.



Christ for all the World, 14&

A C* A " What have 1 done for Thief*
*k\)±* AcTSixi6.

1. thou best gift of heaven,

Thou who thyself hast given,

—

For thou hast died !

This thou hast done for me

;

What have I done for thee,

What have I done for thee,

Thou crucified ?

2. 1 long to serve thee more

;

Reveal an open door,

Saviour, to me :

Then, counting all but loss,

I'll glory in the cross,

I'll glory in the cross,

And follow thee.

3. Do thou but point the way,

And give me strength t' obey;

Thy will be mine :

Then can I think it joy

To suffer or to die,

To suffer or to die,

Since I am thine.

ITALIAN HYMN. 6s & 4s.

4:00 • Prayer for Divine efficiency and grace.]

1. Be with me through life's day;

Be my resource and stay

;

My shield and ward

:

To wisdom's searching sight,

To duty's leading light,

To constant course of right,

Hold me, Lord.

2. The want which craves relief,

The woe of friendless grief,

Bid me assuage

.

The fight with passions strong,

The war with tumult's throng,

The battle with the wrong,

Help me to wage.

3. With awe of God the Just,

With faith's inspiring trust,

To thee I pray

:

Let gracious gentleness,

Let sainted loveliness,

Let heavenly holiness,

My soul array

!

GlAEDIKI.

ARCS Christ for all the World, and all
*±UU . the World for Christ.

1. Christ for the world we sing;

The world to Christ we bring,

With loving zeal

—

The poor, and them that mourn,
The faint and overborne,

Sin-sick and sorrow-worn,

Whom Christ doth heal.

2. Christ for the world we sing

;

The world to Christ we bring,

With fervent prayer,

—

The wayward and the lost,

By restless passions toss'd,

Redeemed, at countless cost,

From dark despair.

3. Christ for the world we sing;

The world to Christ we bring,

With one accord,

—

With us the work to share,

With us reproach to dare,

With us the cross to bear,

For Christ our Lord.

4. Christ for the world we sing;

The world to Christ we bring,

With joyful song,

—

The new-born souls, whose days,

Reclaimed from error's ways,

Inspired with hope and praise,

To Christ belong.



146 Longing for Nearness to God.

BETHANY. 6s & 4s. Dr. L. Masojt.

Nearer, my God, to thee, Nearer to thee : Ev'n tho' it be a cross That raiseth me,

Still all my song shall be, Nearer, my G-od, to thee, Nearer, my God, to thee, Nearer to thee.

4U/» "Nearer, my God to Th*e."

1. Nearer, my God, to thee,

Nearer to thee :

Ev'n though it be a cross

That raiseth me,
Still all my song shall be,

Nearer, my God, to thee,

Nearer to thee.

2. Though like a wanderer,

Daylight all gone,

Darkness be over me,
My rest a stone,

Yet in my dreams, I'd be
Nearer, my God, to thee,

Nearer to thee.

3. There let the way appear
Steps up to heaven

;

All that thou sendest me
In mercy given,

Angels to beckon me
Nearer, my God, to thee,

Nearer to thee.

4. Then with my waking thoughts,

Bright with thy praise,

Out of my stony griefs,

Bethel I'll raise

;

So by my woes to be

Nearer, my God, to thee,

Nearer to thee.

5. Or if on joyful wing,

Cleaving the sky,

Sun, moon, and stars forgot,

Upward I fly,

Still all my song shall be,

Nearer, my God, to thee,

Nearer to thee.

" Strangers and pilgrims on the earth."468.

1. I'm but a stranger here,

Heaven is my home

;

Earth is a desert drear,

Heaven is my home

;

Danger and sorrow stand

Round me on every hand
Heaven is my fatherland

—

Heaven is my home.

2. What though the tempest rage,

Heaven is my home

;

Short is my pilgrimage,

Heaven is my home

:

Time's cold and wint'ry blast

Soon will be overpast

;

I shall reach home at last

—

Heaven is my home.

3. There, at my Saviour's side,

Heaven is my home;
I shall be glorified

—

Heaven is my home :

There are the good and blest,

Those I loved most and best.

And there, I, too, shall rest ;•—

Heaven is my home !



Jesus is Mine. 147

ROY. 6s & 4s.

£

E>
Sav-iour ! I fol - low on, Guid - ed by
See-ing not yet the hand That lead - eth

Arranged by D. E. J.

I I 1 *

-4

gr~g-

;hee,
]

me;
j

thee,

)

[still

me
; j Hushed be my heart and

\ r-4-=n

^bzTb: iPill

Fear I no further ill, On-ly to meet thy will My wi

teJM»r rggicaM^m r r cpb

469
1. Saviour ! I follow on,

Guided by thee,

Seeing not yet the hand
That leadeth me

;

Hushed be my heart and still,

Fear I no further ill,

Only to meet thy will

My will shall be.

2. Riven the rock for me
Thirst to relieve,

Manna from heaven falls

Fresh every eve;

Never a want severe

Causeth my eye a tear,

But thou art whispering near.

"Only believe
I"

3. Often to Marah's brink

Have I been brought;

Shrinking the cup to drink,

Help I have sought;

And with the prayer's ascent,

Jesus the branch has rent;

—

Quickly relief he sent,

Sweetening the draught.

I long to walk4. Saviour!

Closer with thee

Led by thy guiding hand,

Ever to be

;

Constantly near thy side,

Quickened and purified.

Living for him who died

Freely for me

!

! 470.
1. Fade, fade, each earthly joy;

Jesus is mine

!

Break, every tender tie

;

Jesus is mine.

Dark is the wilderness;

Earth has no resting-place

;

Jesus alone can bless;

Jesus is mine.

2. Tempt not my soul away

;

Jesus is mine

:

Here would I ever stay
;

Jesus is mine

:

Perishing things of clay

Born but for one brief day,

Pass from my heart away

;

Jesus is mine.

3. Farewell, ye dreams of night,

Jesus is mine

:

Lost in this dawning bright,

Jesus is mine

:

All that my soul has tried

Left but a dismal void :

Jesus has satisfied

:

Jesus is mine.

4. Farewell, mortality

;

Jesus is mine :

Welcome, eternity;

Jesus is mine

:

Welcome, loved and blest

!

Welcome, sweet scenes of rest

;

Welcome, my Saviour's breast

;

Jesus is mine

!



148 Longing to knotv Christ fully. Abiding in Christ

GERMANIA. 7s & 6s. E. P. Parker, by permission.m -*-*:

7
*3 liba jij-ts^m

1. Christ, I long to know thee. As thou art known a - bove; Long, face to face, to

gE—^^z-bzz U L̂ ^^^-fc-j-zt :z: -7Rda
39=

show thee, In faultless praise my love. But thou thyself now hidest Beyond my feeble

PH
fense.

=±=&Bmm
"i ( A • Longing to see. Christ.

2. O'erpowering is the splendor

Of thy pure unveiled throne,

Where bright archangels render

A service all their own

;

That glory, sight-confounding.

Those wonders rich and rare,

The anthems high-resounding,

This mortal could not bear.

3. Yet, Lord, to see thee, pining,

In thought I oft ascend,

And where thy hosts are shining,

I, too, before thee bend.

As one all sweetly dreaming,

Celestial bliss I feel;

And in that moment's seeming,

Glow with a seraph's zeal.

4. When from this dream awaking,

A weary pilgrim still,

Sloth from my spirit shaking.

With fixed, unfaltering will,

My soul, in courage stronger,

Holds on her toilsome way,

Content to watch yet longer,

Tili dawns the wished-for day.

Matt. xxv. 6.

DJ

472.
1. Rejoice, rejoice, believers !

And let your lights appear

;

The shades of eve are thickenin

And darker night is near

;

The watchers on the mountains
Proclaim the Bridegroom near;

Go. meet him, as he cometh,
With hallelujahs clear.

2. The saints, who here in patience

Their cross and sufferings bore,

With him shall reign forever,

When sorrow is no more :

Around the throne of glory

The Lamb shall they behold,

Adoring cast before him
Their diadems of gold.

3. Our hope and expectation,

Jesus, now appear !

Arise, thou Sun, so looked-for,

O'er this benighted sphere !

With hearts and hands uplifted,

We plead, Lord, to see

The day of our redemption,

And ever be with thee.



The Consenting Heart 149

O Sacred Read, now wounded."

H

473.
,. sacred Head, now wounded-!

With grief and shame weighed down;

sacred brow, surrounded

With thorns, thine only crown

!

Once on a throne of glory,

Adorned with light divine,

Now all despised and gory,

I joy to call thee mine.

L On me, as thou art dying,

0, turn thy pitying eye !

To thee for mercy crying,

Before thy cross I lie.

Thine, thine the bitter passion,

Thy pain is all for me

;

Mine, mine the deep transgression,

My sins are all on thee.

What language can I borrcw

To thank thee, dearest Friend,

For all this dying sorrow,

Of all my woes the end ?

Oh, can I leave thee ever ?

Then do not thou leave me;
Lord, let me never, never

Outlive my love to thee.

Be near when I am dying

;

Then close beside me stand

;

Let me, while faint and sighing,

Lean calmly on thy hand

:

These eyes new faith receiving,

From thine eye shall not move;
For he who dies believing,

Dies safely in thy love.

HARTWELL. 6s & 4s.
With tender and devout fueling.

JWTE3.

J JU—-j-j: .
j

, "Tj.

1. Yes,kind Saviour,grieving O'er the sad past, All my vain hopes leaving, Come I at

niea^gpi^^i^isi
last; Thine.thine I am, bleeding Lamb; To thy heart receiving, Hold thou me fast.

t=x '^2\

" Onne unto me."
Matt, xi : 28.474.

2. On thy word relying,

Safe let me rest,

All my tears now drying

On thy dear breast;

Dawns the sweet day,

Bright o'er my way,

Foes and fears all flying,

Here I am blest.

3. All my footsteps heeding,

Shield me from ill,

In green pastures feeding,

By waters still

;

t=

-£2_

EjE
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1—i-rm
Always with thee,

Lord, let me be;
Thou all kindly leading,

Thine be my will.

4. When—life's last day ending-

Dark death is nigh,

Jesus, o'er me bending,

Note my last sigh

;

In that dread hour,

Strong in thy power,

On swift wing ascending,

Home let me fly !



150 Rock of Ages. Only Thee.

TOPLADY. 7s. 6 lines.

1

Dr. Hastings.
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Rock of A - ges, cleft for ine, Let me hide my - self in thee

!

d. c. Be of sin the doub - le cure—Cleanse me from its guilt and power
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Let the wa ter and the blood, !?rom thy riv - en side that flowed,
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—
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~r l O • " i?oc& 0/ Ages."—1 Cob. x : 4.

1. Rock of ages ! cleft for me,

Let me hide myself in thee !

Let the water and the blood,

From thy riven side that flowed,

Be of sin the double cure

—

Cleanse me from its guilt and power.

2. Could my zeal no respite know,
Could my tears for ever flow

—

All for sin could not atone :

Thou must ^ve, and thou alone

!

Nothing in my hand I bring;

Simply to thy cross I cling.

3. While I draw this fleeting breath,

When my eyelids close in death,

When I soar to worlds unknown,
See thee on thy judgment throne,

—

Rock of Ages ! cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in thee I

ft I D . Blessedness of 7 rust in Christ

1. Saviour ! happy would I be,

If I could but trust in thee
;

Trust thy wisdom me to guide;
Trust thy goodness to provide

;

Trust thy saving love and power
;

Trust thee every day and hour

:

2. Trust thee as the only light

In the darkest hour of night;

Trust in sickness, trust in health

;

Trust in poverty and wealth
;

Trust in joy, and trust in grief;

Trust thy promise for relief

:

3. Trust thy blood to cleanse my soul;

Trust thy grace to make me whole

;

Trust thee living, dying, too

;

Trust thee all my journey through
;

Trust thee till my feet shall be
Planted on the crystal sea !

4y7« "Only Thee." /

1. Blessed Saviour ! thee I love,

All my other joys above;

All my hopes in thee abide.

Thou my hope, and naught beside

:

Ever let my glory be

Only, only, only thee.

2. Once again beside the cross,

All my gain I count but loss

;

Earthly pleasures fade away,

—

Clouds they are that hide my day

:

Hence, vain shadows ! let me see

Jesus crucified for me.

3. From beneath that thorny crown

Trickle drops of cleansing down;
Pardon from thy pierceM hand
Now I take, while here I stand

;

Only then I live to thee,

Wrhen thy wounded side I see.

4. Blessed Saviour ! thine am I,

Thine to live, and thine to die

;

Height, or depth, or earthly power
Ne'er shall hide my Saviour more :

Ever shall my glory be

Only, only, only thee !



Christ give 8 Peace 151

LOKAINE. 7s. 6 Lines.
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Dr. L. Masox.
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sus, hail ! thou great I am ! High and ho - ly

gel-harps re - sound thy praise; Saints a-dore thy
is thy name :

say-ing grace
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Ev - ery crea - ture bows the knee, Wor-ship-ing thy ma - jes - ty

4 I O • Jesus.—Jam.— 2Jie TTord.

1. Jesus, hail ! thou great I am !

V High and holy is thy name
;

Angel-harps resound thy praise
;

Saints adore thy saving grace

;

Every creature bows the knee,

Worshiping thy majesty.

2. Hail, thou everlasting Lord !

" God with us !" incarnate Word !

Glory of thy church thou art,

Life and light of every heart

:

Angels, saints, below, above,

Join to praise thy boundless love.

4 I «J. Tlie Peace of Christ

1. Ye who in these courts are found,

Listening to the joyful sound,

—

Lost and helpless, as ye are,

Sons of sorrow, sin, and care,

—

Glorify the King of kings,

Take the peace the gospel brings.

2. Turn to Christ your longing eyes,

View his bleeding sacrifice
\

See, in him, your sins forgiven,

Pardon, holiness, and heaven :

Glorify the King of kings,

Take the peace the gospel brings.

Doxology.

Praise the name of God most high

;

Praise him, all below the sky

;

Praise him, all ye heavenly host

—

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost

!

As through countless ages past,

Evermore his praise shall last.

4oU. Welcome!

1. From the cross uplifted high,
Where the Saviour deigns to die,

What melodious sounds we hear,
Bursting on the ravished ear !

—

" Love's redeeming work is done

;

Come and welcome, sinner, come !

2. ''Spread for thee, the festal board
See with richest dainties stored

;

To thy Father's bosom jessed,
Yet again a child confessed,

Never from his house to roam

:

Come and welcome, sinner, come !

3. " Soon the days of life shall end

;

Lo, I come, your Saviour, Friend '.

Safe your spirits to convey
To the realms of endless day,
Up to my eternal home :

Come and welcome, sinner, come !
"

^^ 1 • " ify flesh is meat, indeed.

1. Bread of heaven ! on thee I feed,
For thy flesh is meat, indeed

;

Ever may my soul be fed
With this true and living Bread

;

Day by day with strength supplied
Through the life of him who died.

2. Vine of heaven ! thy blood supplies
This blest cup of sacrifice

;
;

Tis thy wounds my healing give
;

To thy cross I look, and live
j

Thou, my Life, oh, let me be
Booted, grafted, built on thee !



152 Repentance and Faith

ALTAR. 7s & 6s

I I J I, 1

From the ''Casket" by permission.

^ig^s^g^i^i
I lay my sins on Je-sus, The spotless Lamb of God ; )

He bears them all and frees us, From the ac-cur-sed load, f I bring my guilt to Je-sus,

i i i ; i _i i
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To wash mv crimson stains White in his blood most precious, Till not a stain re-mains.
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4o2. Isaiah liii: 3.

1. 1 lay my sins on Jesus,

The spotless Lamb of God

;

He bears them all and frees us,

From the accursed load.

I bring my guilt to Jesus,

To wash my crimson stains

White in his blood most precious,

Till not a stain remains.

I lay my wants on Jesus,

All fullness dwells in him

;

He heals all my diseases,

He doth my soul redeem

:

I lay my griefs on Jesus,

My burdens and my cares

;

He from them all releases,

He all my sorrow shares.

3. 1 rest my soul on Jesus,

This weary soul of mine

;

His right hand me embraces,

I on his breast recline.

I love the name of Jesus,

Immanuel, Christ, the Lord

;

Like fragrance on the breezes,

His name abroad is poured.

4. 1 long to be like Jesus,

Meek, loving, lowly, mild
j

I long to be like Jesus.

The Father's holy Child :

I long to be with Jesus

Amid the heavenly throng,

To sing with saints his praises,

To learn the angel's song.

483. John vi:

1. "We stand in deep repentance

Before thy throne of love
;

God of grace, forgive us,

The stain of guilt remove

;

Behold us while with weeping
"We lift our eyes to thee

;

And all our sins subduing,

Our Father, set us free.

2. Oh ! shouldst thou from us fallen

Withhold thy grace to guide,

Forever we should wander

From thee, and peace, aside
)

But thou to spirits contrite

Dost light and life impart,

That man may learn to serve thee

With thankful, joyous heart.

3. Our souls, on thee we cast them,

Our only refuge thou!

Thy cheering words revive us,

When pressed with grief we bow
Thou bear'st the trusting spirit

Upon thy loving breast,

And givest all thy ransomed

A sweet, unending rest.
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1. Jesus, most holy,

Pray I to thee

;

My sinful fetters,

Lord, break from me
;

Take this sad spirit,

Mourning for sin,

Back to thy bosom,

—

Lord, take me in

!

2. Over the mountains,

Long have I strayed
;

Cold winds of sorrow

Round me have played

;

None to bring comfort,

None have I found
;

While tears of anguish

Watered the ground.

3. To this dear refuge,

Now have I fled;

Jesus, thy kind heart

For me hath bled

;

Take now the wanderer
Home to thy rest,

Under thy kind wings,

Sheltered and blest.

GENTLE SHEPHERD. German.

1 -m- I
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Gen - tie Shepherd, grant thy blessing On us now, "While before thy throne we bow.

485.

1. Gentle Shepherd, grant thy blessing

On us now,

While before thy throne we bow.

2. Gentle Shepherd, we thy children

Seek thy face

:

Give us now thy heavenly grace.

3. Gentle Shepherd, bless the children

Of this fold

:

Cleanse the hearts of young and old.

4. Gentle Shepherd, when life's ended,

Take us home,
Never from thy side to roam.
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AGNES. L. M. Geo. F. Root. From the "Triumph," by permission.
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2. When heavenward, o'er the flinty way.

I tread with faltering feet and sore,

And need some arm of strength to stay,

Jesus! help me evermore.

3. When faded, like autumnal leaves,

My heart's best hopes all withered lie,

And o'er the lost for earth it grieves,

Jesus ! wipe the tearful eye.

4. When in the still retreat I kneel,

To tell thee all I hope or fear,

Let no thick cloud thy face conceal:

Jesus! lend a listening ear.

r>. When glows with joy my throbbing heart.

And light and gladness round me fall,

The sunshine of thy smile impart,

Jesus ! brightest, best of all

!

6. When springs my glad, unfettered soul,

To seek her home beyond the spheres.

Thee will I praise while ages roll,

Jesus ! mine to endless years.

i-AO / , A Hymn of Confession.

1. Dear Lord! to thee alone I dare

The record of my sins repeat;

Thou knowest all before my prayer

Is breathed in sorrow at thy feet.

2. My newest griefs to thee are old;

My last transgression of thy law,

Tho' wrapped in thought 's most secret fold,

Thine eyes with pitying sadness saw.

3. Not thine omniscience, but thy grace,

Leads me to seek thee day and night,

When I should shrink from human face,

Were this frail heart in human sight.

4. Hope that thy love will hide my shame
With pardon tender, full and sweet,

Bestowed when asked in Jesus' name,

—

This bows me, Father ! at thy feet.

4rOO • " My Btlovtd is mine, and 1 am His."

1. Jesus! my heart within me burns

To tell thee all its conscious love;

And from earth's low delights it turns,

To taste a joy like that above.

2. When thou to meet me dost descend,

In love divine, thou blessed One,

The moments that with thee I spend

Seem e'en as heaven itself, begun !

3. Though oft these lips my love have told,

They still the story would repeat;

To me the rapture ne'er grows old

That thrills me. bending at thy feet

4. 1 breathe my words into thine ear;

I seem to fix my eyes on thine;

And sure that thou dost wait to hear,

I dare in faith to call thee mine

!

5. Eeign thou sole Sovereign of my heart

!

My all I yield to thy control

;

Oh, let me never from thee part,

Thou best Beloved of my soul!
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ZEPHYR. L. M. Wm. B. Bkabbdet.
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2. that it were as it hath been,

When, praying in the holy place,

Thy power and glory I have seen,

And marked the footsteps of thy grace!

3. Yet through this rough and thorny maze.

I follow hard on thee my God

:

Thy hand unseen upholds my ways

;

I safely tread where thou hast trod.

4. Thee, in the watches of the night,

When I remember on my bed,

Thy presence makes the darkness light

;

Thy guardian wings are round my head

5. Better than life itself thy love,

Dearer than all beside to me
;

For whom have I in heaven above,

Or what on earth, compared with thee 5

Trt/v/. Repose in God's Wisdom.

1. Whither, oh, whither should I fly,

But to my loving Father's breast

!

Secure within thine arms to lie,

And safe beneath thy wings to rest

!

2. In all my ways thy hand I own,
Thy ruling providence I see

:

Assist me still my course to run,

And still direct my paths to thee.

3. 1 have no skill the snare to shun
;

But thou, O God my wisdom art

;

I ever into ruin run

;

But thou art greater than my heart.

4. Foolish, and impotent, and blind,

Lead me a way I have not known

;

Bring me where I my heaven may find,

The heaven of loving thee alone.

Tit/l • Looking to God in trouble.

1. God of my life ! to thee I call;

Afflicted at thy feet I fall

;

When high the water-floods prevail,

Leave not my trembling heart to fail.

2. Friend of the friendless and the faint,

Where should I lodge my deep complaint—
Where but with thee, whose open door
Invites the helpless and the poor ?

3. Bid ever mourner plead with thee,

And thou refuse that mourner's plea ?

Doth not the word still fixed remain,

That none shall seek thy face in vain ?

4. Poor though I am—despised, forgot,

Yet God, my God forgets me not

;

And he is safe, and must succeed,

For whom the Lord vouchsafes to plead.

A QQ - Hope through the Sorrows of Christ.
HtoA. Psalm lxix.

1. Deep in our hearts let us record
The deeper sorrows of our Lord

;

Behold the rising billows roll,

To overwhelm his holy soul

!

2. Yet, gracious God, thy power and love

Have made the curse a blessing prove

;

Those dreadful sufferings of thy Son
Atoned for crimes which we had done.

3. Oh, for his sake, our guilt forgive,

And let the mourning sinner live !

The Lord will hear us in his name,
Nor shall our hopoe be turned to shame.
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selvin. s. M.
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We'll own the fostering gale ;
With grateful hearts, God, to thee,"We'll own the fostering gale.

4tt7D. Living by Faith only.

1. If through unruffled seas

Toward heaven we calmly sail,

With grateful hearts, G-od, to thee,

We'll own the fostering gale.

2. But should the surges rise,

And rest delay to come,

Blest be the sorrow, kind the storm,

Which drives us nearer home.

3. Soon shall our doubts and fears

All yield to thy control

;

Thy tender mercies shall illume

The midnight of the soul.

4. Teach us, in every state,

To make thy will our own';

And, when the joys of sense depart,

To live by faith alone.

AQA " The Rock thal is M9her than T"
TttJT:i Psalm lxi.

1. When overwhelmed with grief,

My heart within me dies,

Helpless, and far from all relief,

To heaven I lift mine eyes.

2. Ob. lead me to the Rock,
That's high above my head

!

And make the covert of thy wings
My shelter and my &hade.

3. Within thy presence, Lord,

For ever I'll abide :

Thou art the tower of my defense,

The refuge where I hide.

4. Thou givest me the lot

Of those that fear thy name
;

If endless life be their reward,

I shall possess the same.

SOU with Thee."
Psalm ezzxix.495.

1. Still with thee, my Grod,

I would desire to be
;

By day, by night, at home, abroad,

I would be still with thee

:

2. With thee, when dawn comes in,

And calls me back to care

;

Each day returning to begin
With thee, my God, in prayer :

3. With thee, amid the crowd
That throngs the busy mart,

To hear thy voice, 'mid clamor loud.

Speak softly to my heart

:

4. With thee, when day is done,

And evening calms the mind :

The setting as the rising sun
With thee my heart would find :

5. With thee, when darkness brings

The signal of repose

;

Calm in the shadow of thy wings,

Mine eyelids I would close :

6. With thee, in thee, by faith

Abiding I would be
;

By day, by night, in life, in death,

I would be still with thee.
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HOLBEOOK
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1. Dear Saviour ! we are thine,

By everlasting bands

;

Our hearts, our souls, we would resign

Entirely to thy hands.

2. To thee we still would cleave

With ever-growing zeal;

If millions tempt us Christ to leave,

Oh, let them ne'er prevail

!

3. Thy Spirit shall unite

Our souls to thee, our Head

;

Shall form in us thine image bright,

And teach thy paths to tread

4. Death may our souls divide

From these abodes of clay;

But love shall keep us near thy side,

Through all the gloomy way.

5. Since Christ and we are one,

Why should we doubt or fear ?

If he in heaven has fixed his throne,

He'll fix his members there.

" Father, forgive them.'497.
1. sad, reproachful Face,

How can I look and live !

O pierced hands outstretched to save !

Voice that pleads, " Forgive !

"

2. "Forgive I" though crowned with thorns,

And mocked with many a jeer:
" Forgive I" though tortured by the nails,

And wounded by the spear.

11

3. crimson tide of love

Out-gushing from His side,

Flow down, and wash the guilty earth
Where He is still denied!

4. In penitence my soul

Takes up that cry, " Forgive !

"

Flow down, and wash away my sins

That I may look and live

!

How shall we sing—in a strange land?
Psalm cxxxvii.498,

1. Far from my heavenly home,
Far from my Father's breast,

Fainting, I cry, " Blest Spirit, come,
And speed me to my rest !

"

2. Upon the willows long

My harp has silent hung

;

How should I sing a cheerful song,

Till thou inspire my tongue?

3. My spirit homeward turns,

And fain would thither flee :

My heart, Zion, droops and yearns,,

When I remember thee.

4. To thee, to thee I press

—

A dark and toilsome road :

When shall I pass the wilderness,

And reach the saints' abode ?

5. God of my life, be near;
On thee my hopes I cast

:

Oh, guide me through the desert here,

And bring me home at last

!
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PENITENCE. 7s, 6s & 8s. W. H. OAttJBT.
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499. Matt, xxvi : 75.

2. Saviour, Prince, enthroned above,

Repentance to impart,

Give me through thy dying love,

The humble, contrite heart

:

Give what I have long implored,

A portion of thy grief unknown
;

Turn, and look upon me, Lord

!

And break my heart of stone.

3. See me, Saviour, from above,

Nor suffer me to die

;

Life, and happiness, and love

Beam from thy gracious eye
;

If thy mercies now are stirred,

If now I do myself bemoan,

Turn, and look upon me, Lord

!

And break my heart of stone.

500. ICor, ii:2.

1. Vain, delusive world, adieu,

"With all of creature good I

Only Jesus I pursue,

Who bought me with his blood :

All thy pleasures I forego

;

I trample on thy wealth and pride
;

Only Jesus will I know,

And Jesus crucified.

2. Other knowledge I disdain

;

'Tis all but vanity;

Christ, the Lamb of God, was slain,

—

He tasted death for me.

Me to save from endless woe

The sin-atoning Victim died :

Only Jesus will I know,

And Jesus, crucified.

Him to know is life and peace,

And pleasure without end

;

This is all my happiness,

On Jesus to depend

;

Daily in his grace to grow,

And ever in his faith abide
)

Only Jesus will I know,

And Jesus crucified.
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SEVERN. 6s & 5s. From "Sabbath Hymn and Tune Book."
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3. Calmer yet and calmer

Trial bear and pain,

Surer yet and surer

Peace at last to gain
;

4. Suff'ring still and doing,

To his will resigned,

And to God subduing

Heart and will and mind.

5. Higher yet and higher

Out of clouds and night,

Nearer yet and nearer

Rising to the light

—

6. Light serene and holy,

Where my soul may rest,

Purified and lowly,

Sanctified and blest
5

7. Quicker yet and quicker

Ever onward press,

Firmer yet and firmer

Step as I progress :

8. Oft these earnest longings

Swell within my breast,

Yet their inner meaning
Ne'er can be expressed.

-IS 1

F

He will make all clear
;

3E6 nn
<J\)£, "Iam thy God ; 1 will strengthen thee:

1. Oh, let him whose sorrow

No relief can find,

Trust in God. and borrow
Ease for heart and mind

!

Where the mourner, weeping,
Sheds the sacred tear,

God his watch is keeping,

Though none else is near.

2. God will never leave us;
All our wants he knows;

Feels the pains that grieve us,

Sees our cares and woes

:

When in grief we languish,

He will dry the tear

Who his children's anguish
Soothes with succor near.

3. All our woe and sadness

In this world below,

Equal not the gladness

We in heaven shall know,

—

When our gracious Saviour,

In the realms above,

Crowns us with his favor,

Fills us with his love.
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EVAN. C. M. Arranged by Dr. L. MasoH.

1. I heard the voice of Je - sus say, '-Come un - to me and rest;
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2. 1 came to Jesus as I was,

Weary, and worn, and sad;

I found in him a resting-place,

And he has made me glad.

3. 1 heard the voice of Jesus say,

"Behold, I freely give

The living-water ! thirsty one,

Stoop down, and drink, and live."

4. I came to Jesus, and I drank

Of that life-giving stream :

My thirst was quenched, my soul revived,

And now I live in him.

5. 1 heard the voice of Jesus say,

"I am this dark world's light

:

Look unto me ; thy morn shall rise,

And all thy day be bright."

6. I looked to Jesus and I found
In him my Star, my Sun

;

And in that light of life I'll walk
Till all my journey's done.

OU4# Inconstancy Lamented.

1. Long have I sat beneath the sound

Of thy salvation, Lord
;

Yet still how weak my faith is found,

And knowledge of thy word

!

2. How cold and feeble is my love!

How negligent my fear !

How low my hope of joy above

!

How few affections there

!

3. Great God ! thy sovereign power impart,

To give thy word success;

Write thy salvation in my heart,

And make me learn thy grace.

4. Show my forgetful feet the way
That leads to joys on high

;

Where knowledge grows without decay,

And love shall never die.

505.
Prayer in extreme Distress.

Psalm cii.

h
1. Hear me. God, nor hide thy face,

But answer, lest I die !

Hast thou not built a throne of grace,

To hear when sinners cry ?

2. As on some lonely building's top

The sparrow tells her moan,

Far from the tents of joy and hope,

I sit and grieve alone.

3. But thou forever art the same,

my Eternal God !

Ages to come shall know thy name,

And spread thy works abroad.

4. Thou wilt arise, and show thy face,

Nor will my Lord delay,

Beyond th' appointed hour of grace,

That long expected day.

5. He hears his saints, he knows their cry;

And by mysterious ways

Redeems the prisoners doomed to die,

And fills their tongues with praise.
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506.
To heaven I lift my waiting eyes.

Psalm cxxi.

1. To heaven I lift my waiting eyes :

There alt my hopes are laid

;

The Lord that built the earth and skies.

Is my perpetual aid.

2. Their steadfast feet shall never fall

Whom he designs to keep
;

His ear attends the softest call,

His eyes can never sleep.

3. Israel, rejoice, and rest secure;

Thy keeper is the Lord :

His wakeful eyes employ his power
For thine eternal guard.

4. He guards thy soul, he keeps thy breath,

Where thickest dangers come
;

Go and return, secure from death,

Till God commands thee home.

507. Sympathy with Christ.

1. How wondrous was the burning zeal

Which filled the Master's breast,

When, all his suff'rings full in view,

To Salem's towers he pressed !

2. Dear Lord ! no tongue can duly tell

Thy love's prevailing might;

No thought can comprehend its length

And breadth and depth and height

!

3. Yet grant that we may follow thee

Through all thine hours of scorn
;

And learn with thee to watch and pray,

—

With thee to weep and mourn.

4. And still blessed Jesus Christ

!

The more thy cross we see,

The more may each exclaim with joy,

The Saviour died for me !

Mine— Tfline—1 Cor. xv: 10.508.

1. All that I was, my sin, my guilt,

My death was all my own :

All that I am I owe to thee,

My gracious God, alone.

2. The evil of my former state

Was mine, and only mine
;

The good in which I now rejoice

Is thine, and only thine.

3. The darkness of my former state,

The bondage—all was mine :

The light of Hfe in which I walk.

The liberty—is tliine.

4. Thy grace first made me feel my sin,

And taught me to believe :

Then, in believing, peace I found,

And now, I live, I live

!

5. All that I am ev'n here on earth,

All that I hope to be

When Jesus comes and glory dawns,

—

I owe it, Lord, to thee.

*JU *J • Fullness of Redemption.

1. If thou impart thyself to me,
No other good I need :

If thou, the Son, shalt make me free,

I shall be free indeed.

2. 1 cannot rest till in thy blood

I full redemption have
;

But thou, through whom I come to God.
Canst to the utmost save.

3. From sin,—the guilt, the power, the pain.

Thou wilt redeem my soul

:

Lord, I believe—and not in vain

;

My faith shall make me whole.

I, too, with thee, shall walk in white

;

With all thy saints shall prove

The length, and breadth, and depth and
height

Of everlasting love.

Lord, Ibeliere ; help thou my unbelief
Mark ix : 24.510

1. Lord, I believe ; thy power I own,
Thy word I would obey

;

I wander comfortless and lone,

When from thy truth I stray.

2. Lord, I believe ; but gloomy fears

Sometimes bedim my sight

;

I look to thee with prayers and tears,

And cry for strength and light.

3. Lord, I believe ; but oft, I know,
My faith is cold and weak;

My weakness strengthen, and bestow

The confidence I seek !

4. Yes ! I believe ; and only thou

Canst give my soul relief:

Lord ! to thy truth my spirit bow

;

" Help thou my unbelief! "
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MAITLAND. C. M. 0. N. Allm.
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1 1 . ; The Cross and the Croum.

1. Must Jesus bear the cross alone,

And all the world go free ?

No : there's a cross for every one,

And there's a cross for me.

2. How happy are the saints above

Who once went sorrowing here

;

But now they taste unmingled love,

And joy without a tear.

3. The consecrated cross I'll bear,

Till death shall set me free.

And then go home my crown to wear

—

For there's a crown for me !

»_) 1 ^ • Prayerfor strong Faith.

1. Oh for a faith that will not shrink

Though pressed by every foe
;

That will not tremble on the brink

Of any earthly woe !

—

2. That will not murmur nor complain

Beneath the chastening rod,

But, in the hour of grief or pain,

Will lean upon its God •—
3. A faith that shines more bright and clear

When tempests rage without

;

That, when in danger, knows no fear,

In darkness feels no doubt ;

—

4. A faith that keeps the narrow way
Till life's last hour is fled,

And with a pure and heavenly ray

Light's up a dying bed !

5. Lord, give us such a faith as this,

And then, whate'er may come,

We'll taste, ev'n here, the hallowed bliss

Of an eternal home.

1 O • " Casting all your care upon Rim."

1. Lord, it belongs not to my care

Whether I die or live

;

To love and serve thee is my share,

And this thy grace must give.

2. If life be long, I will be glad

That I may long obey

;

If short, yet why should I be sad

To soar to endless day ?

3. Christ leads me through no darker rooms
Than he went through before

;

No one into his kingdom comes,

But through his opened door.

4. Come,Lord,when grace has made me meet
Thy blessed face to see

;

For if thy work on earth be sweet,

What will thy glory be ?

5. There shall I end my sad complaints,

And weary, sinful days,

And join with all triumphant saints

Who sing Jehovah's praise.

6. My knowledge of that life is small

;

The eye of faith is dim

;

But 'tis enough that Christ knows all,

And I shall be with him.



Wholly Thine. Christ our Model. 163

c/l^di:. An ancient Hymn on Christ as our Model.

1. Jesus ! King most wonderful,

Thou Conqueror renowned

;

Thou sweetness most ineffable,

In whom all joys are found !

—

2. "When once thou visitest the heart,

Then truth begins to shine,

Then earthly vanities depart,

Then kindles love divine.

3. Jesus, light of all below !

Thou Fount of life and fire !

Surpassing all the joys we know,
All that we can desire,

—

4. May every heart confess thy name,
And ever thee adore

;

And, seeking thee, itself inflame

To seek thee more and more.

5. Thee may our tongues forever bless

;

Thee may we love alone

;

And ever in our life express

The image of thine own.

<J 1*J • "Now, Lord, I would be thine alone."

1 As by the light of opening day
The stars are all concealed,

So earthly pleasures fade away
When Jesus is revealed.

2. These pleasures now no longer please,

No more content afford
;

Far from my heart be joys like these,

For I have seen the Lord.

3. Now, Lord ! I would be thine alone,

And wholly live to thee
;

But may I hope that thou wilt own
A worthless one like me ?

4. Yes ; though of sinners I'm the worst,

I cannot doubt thy will

;

For if thou hadst not loved me first,

I had refused thee still.

516. T7dne, wholly Thine, oh, let us be."

2. Thine, wholly thine, oh, let us be!

Our sacrifice receive

;

Made and preserved and saved by thee,

To thee ourselves we give.

3. Come, Holy Ghost ! the Saviour's love

Shed in our hearts abroad

;

So shall we ever live and move,

And be, with Christ, in God.

" Isuffer ; nevertJieless, 1 am not ashamed."

1. Eternal Father, God of love,

To thee our hearts we raise

;

Thy all-sustaining power we prove,

And gladly sing thy praise.

517.

1. Didst thou, dear Jesus, suffer shame,
And bear the cross for me ?

And shall I fear to own thy name,
Or thy disciple be ?

2. Inspire my soul with life divine,

And make me truly bold

;

Let knowledge, faith, and meekness shine,

Nor love, nor zeal grow cold.

3. Let mockers scoff, the world defame,

And treat me with disdain
;

Still may I glory in thy name,
And count reproach my gain.

4. To thee I cheerfully submit,

And all my powers resign

;

Let wisdom point out what is fit,

And I'll no more repine.

1 # Blessing of the Sanctuary.

1. Again our earthly cares we leave,

And in thy courts appear

;

Again with joyful feet we come
To meet our Saviour here.

2. Within these walls let holy peace,

And love, and concord dwell

:

Here give the troubled conscience ease,

The wounded spirit heal.

3. The feeling heart, the melting eye,

The humble mind bestow

;

And shine upon us from on high
To make our graces grow.

4. In faith may we receive thy word,

In faith present our prayers
;

And in the presence of our Lord
Unbosom all our cares.

5. Show us some token of thy love,

Our fainting hope to raise

;

And pour thy blessings from above,

That we may render praise.



164 The Safe Retreat . Giving all to God

LYRA. c. M.
Slou-ly and Kntrentially.

Geo. P. Root. From "The Sabbath Bell," by permission.
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1. Dear Fath-er, to thy mer-cy - seat My soul for shel-ter flies:

IpPPppfH
I find a safe re - treat When storms and tempests rise.

1 «7 . The Safe Retreat.

2. My cheerful hope can never die,

If thou, my God, art near;

Thy grace can raise my comforts high,

And banish every fear.

8. My great Protector and my Lord,

Thy constant aid impart

;

Oh, let thy kind, thy gracious word
Sustain my trembling heart I

4. Oh, never let my soul remove
From this divine retreat !

Still let me trust thy power and love,

And dwell beneath thy feet.

XOA " Thou art my portion, Lord 1
"

tl^U, Psalm cxix.

1. Thou art my portion, my God;
Soon as I know thy way,

My heart makes haste t' obey thy word,
And suffers no delay.

2. 1 choose the path of heavenly truth,

And glory in my choice

;

Not all the riches of the earth

Could make me so rejoice.

3. The testimonies of thy grace

I set before mine eyes

;

Thence I derive my daily strength,

And there my comfort lies.

4. If once I wander from thy path,

I think upon my ways
;

Then turn my feet to thy commands,
And trust thy pard'ning grace.

5. Now I am thine—forever thine

—

Oh, save thy servant, Lord !

Thou art my shield, my hiding-place;

My hope is in thy word.

*J Z>± % Giving all to God.

1. How can I sink with such a prop
As my eternal God,

"Who bears the earth's huge pillars up,

And spreads the heavens abroad ?

2. How can I die while Jesus lives,

Who rose and left the dead t

Pardon and grace my soul receives

From my exalted Head.

3. All that I am, and all I have,

Shall be forever thine

;

Whate'er my duty bids me give.

My cheerful hands resign.

4. Yet, if I might make some reserve,

And duty did not call,

I love my God with zeal so great,

That I should give him all.

pi C) C) " Iwill pay my vows unto the Lord.''

OZt& % Psalm cxvi.

1. Thou God of covenanted grace !

Hear and record my vow.—
While in thy courts I seek thy face,

And at thine altar bow.

2. Henceforth myself to thee I ^ive,

With single heart and eye.

To walk before thee while I live,

And bless thee when I die.
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<Js£*Ji "In all points tempted like as we are."

1. With joy we meditate tbe grace

Of our High Priest above :

His heart is made of tenderness

—

It melts with pitying love.

2. Touched with a sympathy within,

He knows our feeble frame
j

He knows what sore temptations mean,
For he hath felt the same.

3. He, in the days of feeble flesh,

Poured out his cries and tears;

And, in his measure, feels afresh

What every member bears.

4. He'll never quench the smoking flax,

But raise it to a flame

;

The bruised reed he never breaks,

Nor scorns the meanest name.

5. Then let our humble faith address

His mercy and his power
;

We shall obtain delivering grace

In the distressing hour.

tz-WT:, " 1 welcome all Thy sovereign will.

1. My God ! the cov'nant of thy love

Abides forever sure

;

And in its matchless grace I feel

My happiness secure.

2. Since thou, the everlasting God,
My Father art become,

Jesus ray Guardian and my Friend,

And heaven my final home,

—

3. 1 welcome all thy sovereign will,

For all that will is love

;

And when I know not what thou dost,

I wait the light above.

4. Thy cov'nant in the darkest gloom
Shall heavenly rays impart,

And when my eyelids close in death,

Sustain my fainting heart.

Whom the Lord loveth he. chasteneth."525.
1. thou whose mercy guides my way,

Though now it seems severe,

Forbid my unbelief to say

There is no mercy here !

2. Oh ! may I, Lord, desire the pain

That comes in kindness down.

Far more than sweetest earthly gain,

Succeeded by a frown.

3. Then, though thou bend my spirit low,

Love only shall I see

;

The gracious hand that strikes the blow

Was wounded once for me.

O *Z> • The Power of Man in Prayer.

1. There is an eye that never sleeps

Beneath the wing of night
;

There is an ear that never shuts,

When sink the beams of light.

2. There is an arm that never tires,

When human strength gives way

;

There is a love that never fails,

WT
hen earthly loves decay.

3. That eye is fixed on seraph throngs;

That arm upholds the sky

;

That ear is filled with angel songs;

That love is throned on high.

4 But there's a power which man can wield

When mortal aid is vain,

That eye, that arm, that love to reach,

That listening ear to gain.

5. That power is prayer, which soars on high,

Through Jes/is, to the throne

;

And moves the hand which moves the

To bring salvation down ! [world,

527.
Sappy is the man thatfindeth wisdom}

Prov. iii : 13.

1. Oh, happy is the man who hears

Instruction's warning voice
;

And who celestial wisdom makes
His early only choice.

2. For she hath treasures greater far

Than east and west unfold :

And her rewards more precious are

Than all their stores of gold.

3. She guides the young with innocence
In pleasure's path to tread

;

A crown of glory she bestows

Upon the hoary head.

4. According as her labors rise,

So her rewards increase

;

Her ways are ways of pleasantness,

And all her paths are peace.



166 I delight to do thy will, my God,

J. B. Gould.

My dearest Lord, whose changeless love To me, nor earth nor hell can part;
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t)ZO, " Give me Thyself—1 ask no more,"

1. My dearest Lord whose changeless love

To me, nor earth nor hell can part;

When shall my feet forget to rove ?

Ah ! what shall fix this faithless heart /

2. Why do these cares my soul divide,

If thou indeed hast set me free ?

Why am I thus, if thou hast died,

If thou hast died to ransom me ?

4. Great God ! thy sovereign aid impart,

And guard the gifts thyself hast given

;

My portion thou, my treasure art,

And life, and happiness, and heaven.

4. Would aught with thee my wishes share.

Though dear as life the idol be,

That idol from my breast I'll tear,

Resolved to seek my all from thee.

5. Whate'er I fondly counted mine,

To thee, my Lord, I here restore
;

I gladly all for thee resign :

Give me thyself,—I ask no more.

A good Conscience.

1 Fetir ili ; 16.529.
1. Sweet peace of conscience, heavenly

guest,

Come, fix thy mansion in my breast

;

Dispel my doubts, my fears control,

And heal the anguish of my soul.

2. Come, smiling hope, and joy sincere,

Come, make your constant dwelling here

;

Still let your presence cheer my heart,

Nor sin compel you to depart.

3. God of hope and peace divine

!

Make thou these secret pleasures mine

;

Forgive my sins, my fears remove,

And fill my heart with joy and love.

*JQ\J, " 1 delight to do thy will, my Qod."

1. Lord, thy heavenly grace impart,

And fix my frail, inconstant heart

;

Henceforth my chief delight shall be

To dedicate myself to thee.

2. Whate'er pursuits my time employ,

One thought shall fill my soul with joy;

That silent, secret thought shall be,

That all my hopes are fixed on thee.

3. Thy glorious eye pervadeth space;

Thy presence, Lord fills every place
;

And wheresoe'er my lot may be,

Still shall my spirit cleave to thee.

4. Renouncing every worldly thing,

And safe beneath thy sheltering wing,

My sweetest thought henceforth shall be,

That all I want I find in thee.

UO 1 #
" Bid us all depart in peace."

. Dismiss us with thy blessing, Lord
;

Help us to feed upon thy word
;

All that has been amiss forgive,

And let thy truth within us live.

. Though we are guilty, thou art good

:

Wash all our works in Jesus' blood

;

Give every burdened soul release,

And bid us all depart in peace.



Aspiring after God, God our Refuge. 167

WARD, L. M, Scotch. Arranged by Dr. L. Mason,

God is the ref - uge of his saints, When storms of sharp dis-tress in-vade;
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God owr Refuge.
Psalm xlvi.532.

1. God is the refuge of his saints,

When storms of sharp distress invade;

Ere we can offer our complaints,

Behold him present with his aid.

2. Let mountains from their seats be hurled

Down to the deep, and buried there,

Convulsions shake the solid world

;

Our faith shall never yield to fear.

3. Loud may the troubled ocean roar;

In sacred peace our souls abide

;

While every nation, every shore,

Trembles and dreads the swelling tide.

4. There is a stream, whose gentle flow

Supplies the city of our God,
Life, love, and joy, still gliding through,
And watering our divine abode.

5. That sacred stream, thine holy word,

Our grief allays, our fear controls
;

Sweet peace thy promises afford,

And give new strength to fainting souls.

6. Zion enjoys her Monarch's love,

Secure against a threatening hour;
Nor can her firm foundations move,

Built on his truth and armedwith power.

iJOO, Aspiring after God.

1. Up to the fields where angels lie,

And living waters gently roll,

Fain would my thoughts leap out and fly !

But sin hangs heavy on my soul.

2. Oh! might I once mount up and see

The glories of th' eternal skies,

What little things these worlds would be

!

How despicable to my eyes !

3. Had I a glance of thee, my God,
Kingdoms and men would vanish soon-

Vanish as though I saw them not,

As a dim candle dies at noon.

4. Great All in All, eternal King

!

Let me but view thy lovely face,

And all my powers shall bow and sing

Thine endless grandeur and thy grace.

OO'-k. Worship of Christ upon his Throne.

1. Jesus, thou everlasting King !

Accept the tribute which we bring

;

Accept the well-deserved renown,
And wear our praises as thy crown.

2. Let every act of worship be
Like our espousals, Lord, to thee

—

Like that dear hour, when from above
We first received thy pledge of love.

3. The gladness of that happy day,
Our hearts would wish it long to stay

;

Nor let our faith forsake its hold,

Nor comfort sink, nor love grow cold.

4. Let every moment as it flies,

Increase thy praise, improve our joys,

Till we are raised to sing thy name,
At the great supper of the Lamb.



168 Living to the glory of God.

r

LOUVAN. L. M. V. C. Taylor.

Where high the heavenly temple stands, The house of God not made with hands,
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in tcftoni tt'e have boldness."

1. Where high the heavenly temple stands.

The house of God not made with hands,

A great High Priest our nature wears,

—

The Guardian of mankind appears.

2. Though now ascended up on high,

He bends on earth a brother's eye

;

Partaker of the human name,

He knows the frailty of our frame.

3. Our Fellow-sufferer yet retains

A fellow-feeling of our pains;

And still remembers, in the skies,

His tears, his agonies, and cries.

4. In every pang that rends the heart

The Man of sorrows had a part;

He sympathizes in our grief,

And to the sufferer sends relief.

5. With boldness, therefore, at the throne,

Let us make all our sorrows known

;

And ask the aid of heavenly power,

To help us in the evil hour

t/Ov), Living to the Glory of God.

1. thou, who hast at thy command
The hearts of all men in thy hand

!

Our wayward, erring hearts incline

To know no other will but thine.

2. Our wishes, our desires, control

;

Mold every purpose of the soul

;

O'er all may we victorious be

That stands between ourselves and thee.

r~r

3. Thrice blest will all our blessings prove,

When through them all we see thy love;

When each glad heart its tribute pays

Of humble gratitude and praise.

4. And while we to thy glory live,

May we to thee all glory give
;

Until the joyful summons come,

That calls thy willing servants home

/
OO I # " Lord, what wilt thou have me to do f

1. My gracious Lord, I own thy right

To every service I can pay,

And call it my supreme delight

To hear thy dictates and obey.

2. What is my being, but for thee,

Its sure support, its noblest end ?

Thine ever smiling face to see,

And serve the cause of such a Friend.

3. 1 would not breathe for worldly joy,

Or to increase my worldly good

;

Nor future days nor powers employ

To spread a sounding name abroad.

4. 'Tis to my Saviour I would live,

To him who for my ransom died

;

Nor could the bowers of Eden give

Such bliss as blossoms at his side.

5. His work my hoary age shall bless,

When youthful vigor is no more;

And my last hour of life confess

His dying love, his saving power.
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t/Ow, Joy in CfirisCs Intercession.

1. He lives.—the great Redeemer lives

:

What joy the blest assurance gives !

And now, before his Father, God,

Pleads the full merit of his blood.

2. Repeated crimes awake our fears,

And justice armed with frowns appears;

But in the Saviour's lovely face,

Sweet mercy smiles, and all is peace.

3. Hence, then, ye black, despairing

thoughts

;

Above our fears, above our faults,

His powerful intercessions rise,

And guilt recedes, and terror dies.

4. In every dark, distressful hour,

"When sin and Satan join their power,

Let this dear hope repel the dart.

That Jesus bears us on his heart.

5. Great Advocate ! almighty Friend !

On thee our humble hopes depend

:

Our cause can never, never fail,

For thou dost plead, and must prevail.

<Do*J . " Jesus, and can I call Thee Mine.

1. Lord, when my thoughts delighted rove

Amid the wonders of thy love,

Sweet hope revives my drooping heart,

And bids intruding fears depart.

2. For mortal crimes a sacrifice.

The Lord of life, the Saviour, dies !

What love ! what mercy ! how divine !

Jesus,—and can I call thee mine ?

3. Repentant sorrow fills my heart,

But mingling joy allays the smart

;

Oh, may my future life declare

The sorrow and the joy sincere !

4. Be all my heart and all my days

Devoted to my Saviour's praise
;

And let my glad obedience prove

How much I owe, how much I love.

04(J. The Blessed Hour.

1. Blest hour ! when mortal man retires

To hold communion with his God,

To send to heaven his warm desires,

And listen to the sacred word.

2. Blest hour ! when God himselfdraws nigh,

Well pleased his people's voice to hear,

To hush the penitential sigh,

And wipe away the mourner's tear.

Blest hour ! for, where the Lord resorts.

Foretastes of future bliss are given,

And mortals find his earthly courts

The house ofGod, -the gate of heaven!

4. Hail, peaceful hour ! supremely blest.

Amid the hours of worldly care
j

The hour that yields the spirit rest,

That sacred hour—the hour of prayer.

5. And when my hours of prayer are past,

And this frail tenement decays,

Then may I spend in heaven at last

A never-ending hour of praise.

~± 1 • The Mercy-seat.

1. From every stormy wind that blows,

From every swelling tide of woes,

There is a calm, a sure retreat;

'Tis found beneath the mercy-seat.

2. There is a place where Jesus sheds

The oil of gladness on our heads,

—

A place, than all besides, more sweet;

It is the blood-bought mercy-seat.

3. There is a scene where spirits blend,

Where friend holds fellowship with friend;

Though sundered far, by faith they meet
Around one common mercy-seat

!

4. There, there, on eagle wings we soar,

And sense and sin molest no more,

And heaven comes down our souls to

greet,

And glory crowns the mercy-seat

!

5. Oh ! let my hand forget her skill,

My tongue be silent, cold, and still,

This throbbing heart forget to beat.

If I forget the mercy-seat.

04^. With Christ in Heaven.

1. As when the weary traveler gains

The height of some o'erlooking hill,

His heart revives, if o'er the plains

He sees his home, though distant still,

—

2. So when the Christian pilgrim views,

By faith, his mansion in the skies,

The sight his fainting strength renews,

And wings his speed to reach the prize.

3. * 'Tis there, he says, ' ; I am to dwell

With Jesus in the realms of day;

Then shall I bid my cares farewell

And he will wipe my tears away."



170 Delight in Christ. Sight of the Cross.

Dr. L. Masox.BERHY. L. M.
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Je-sus, thou Joy of lov-iDg hearts! Thou fount of Life ! thou light of men!

From the best bliss that earth imparts, "We turn un - filled to thee a - i^ain.

I

04:d. Delight in Christ.

1. Jesus, thou Joy of loving hearts !

Thou Fount of Life ! Thou Light of

men !

From the best bliss that earth imparts,

We turn unfilled to thee again.

2. Thy truth unchanged hath ever stood;

Thou savest those that on thee call

;

To them that seek thee, thou art good,

To them that find thee—All in All

!

3. "We taste thee, thou Living Bread,

And long to feast upon thee still

;

We drink of thee, the Fountain Head.

And thirst our souls from thee to fill.

3. Oh, for that grace which springs from
thee,

And quickens all things where it flows;

Which makes a wretched thorn like me,
Bloom as the myrtle or the rose !

4. For sure, of all the plants that share,

The notice of thy Father's eye,

None proves less grateful to his care.

Or yields him meaner fruit than I.

It was for me

4. Our restless spirits yearn for thee,

Where'er our changeful lot is cast

;

Glad, when thy gracious smile we see,

Blest, when our faith can hold thee fast. :2. Though Lord of

545.
1. Jesus, whom angel-hosts adore,

Became a man of griefs for me
In love, though rich, becoming poor,

That I through him enriched might be.

5. O Jesus, ever with us stay

!

Make all our moments calm and bright;

Chase the dark night of sin away.

—

Shed o'er the world thy holy light

!

044. Sight of the Cross.

1. 1 thirst, but not as once I did,

The vain delights of earth to share;

Thy wounds, Immanuel. all forbid

That I should seek my pleasures there,

2. It was the sight of thy dear cross

First weaned my heart from earthly

things,

And taught me to esteem as dross

The mirth of fools and pomp of kings.

He went to Olivet for me

;

There drank my cup of wrath and woe,

When bleeding in Gethsemane.

3. The ever-blessed Son of God
Went up to Calvary for me

;

There paid my debt, there bore my load,

In his own body on the tree.

4. Jesus, whose dwelling is the skie3,

Went down into the grave for me

;

There overcame my enemies,

There won the glorious victory.

5. 'Tis finished all : the vail is rent,

The welcome sure, the access free ;

—

Now then, we leave our banishment,

Father, to return to thee

!
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"All things but loss for Christ."

PniL. iii : 7, 8.546.
1. No more, my God. I boast no more

Of all the duties I have done

;

I quit the hopes I held before,

To trust the merits of thy Son.

2 Xow. for the love I bear his name,
What was my gain I count my loss

;

My former pride I call my shame,

And nail my glory to his cross.

3. Yes ; and I must and will esteem

All things but loss for Jesus' sake;

Oh. may my soul be found in him.

And of his righteousness partake !

4. The best obedience of my hands
Dares not appear before thy throne;

But faith can answer thy demands
By pleading what my Lord has done.

O^i i , " Lord, save us ; tee perish .'"

1. The billows swell, the winds are high;

Clouds overcast my wint'ry sky :

Out of the depths to thee I call

;

My fears are great, my strength is small.

2. Lord, the pilot's part perform,

And guide and guard me thro' the storm;

Defend me from each threatening ill

;

Control the waves ; say, ,; Peace ! be still."

3. Amid the roaring of the sea,

My soul still hangs her hope on thee

;

Thy constant love, thy faithful care,

Is all that saves me from despair.

4. Though tempest-tossed and half a wreck
My Saviour through the floods I seek :

Let neither winds nor stormy main
Force back my shattered bark again.

-±0 . The faith ofjoys to come."

1. 'Tis by the faith of joys to come
We walk through deserts dark as night

Till we arrive at heaven our home,
Faith is our guide, and faith our light

2. The want of sight she well supplies

;

She makes the pearly gates appear

;

Far into distant worlds she pries,

And brings eternal glories near.

3. Cheerful we tread the desert through,

While faith inspires a heavenly ray;

Though lions roar, and tempests blow,

And rocks and dangers fill the way.

O TC *J . Clirist present in the Sanctuary

1. How sweet to leave the world awhile,

And seek the presence of our Lord!
Dear Saviour, on thy people smile,

And come, according to thy word.

2. From busy scenes we now retreat

That we may here converse with thee

;

Ah, Lord, behold us at thy feet

!

Let this the " gate of heaven " be.

3. " Chief of ten thousand V* now appear.
That we by faith may see thy face

;

Oh, speak, that we thy voice may hear,

And let thy presence fill this place

!

DOVj* " Hoxo blest the sacred tie."

1. How blest the sacred tie that binds,

In union sweet, according minds !

How swift the heavenly course they run.

Whose hearts and faith and hopes are one !

2. To each the soul of each how dear

!

What jealous care, what holy fear !

How doth the generous flame within.

Refine from earth and cleanse from sin !

3. Their streaming tears together flow

For human guilt and human woe

;

Their ardent prayers united rise,

Like mingling flames in sacrifice.

4. Together oft they seek the place

Where God reveals his awful face

;

How high,how strongtheir raptures swell

There's none but kindred minds can tell.

5. Xor shall the glowing flame expire

Mid nature's drooping, sickening fire :

Soon shall they meet in realms above,

A heaven of joy, because of love.

OO 1 . The love of Christ, whichpasseth knoto!edg\"

1. Come, dearest Lord ! descend and dwe.l

By faith and love in every breast :

Then shall we know, and taste, and feel

The joys that cannot be expressed.

2. Come, fill our hearts with inward strength.

Make our enlarged souls possess,

And learn the height, and breadth and
length,

Of thine immeasurable grace.

3. Now to the God whose power can do

More than our thoughts and wishes

know.
Be everlasting honors done

By all the church, through Christ his

Son

!
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JJZ, The Morning Sacrifice.

1. Awake, my soul, and with the sun

Thy daily stage of duty run

;

Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise

To pay thy morning sacrifice.

2. Awake, lift up thyself, my heart,

And with the angels bear thy part,

"Who all night long unwearied sing

High praises to th' eternal Kin<

3. Glory to thee, who safe hast kept,

And hast refreshed me while I slept

;

Grant, Lord, when I from death shall

wake,

I may of endless life partake.

4. Lord, I my vows to thee renew

:

Scatter my sins as morning dew
;

[will,

Guard my first springs of thought and
And with thyself my spirit fill.

5. Direct, control, suggest, this day,

All I design, or do, or say

;

That all my powers, with all their might,

In thy sole glory may unite.

*JiJiJ u " New-born, 1 bless the waking hour."

1. In sleep's serene oblivion laid,

I safely passed the silent night;

Again I see the breaking shade,

And drink again the morning light.

2. New-born, I bless the waking hour,

Once more with awe rejoice to be

;

My conscious soul resumes her power,

And springs, my guardian God, to

thee.

3. Oh, guide me through the various maze
My doubtful feet- are doomed to tread

;

And spread thy shield's protecting blaze

Where dangers press around my head.

4. A deeper shade shall soon impend,

A deeper sleep mine eyes oppress

;

Yet then thy strength shall still defend,

Thy goodness still delight to bless.

5. That deeper shade shall break away,

Thatdeeper sleep shall leave mine eyes;

Thy light shall give eternal day;

Thy love, the rapture of the skies.

TALLIS' EVENING HYMN, L. M.

c
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554. An ancient Psalm of the Morning.

1. Ciirtst ! with each returning morn
Thine image to our heart be borne

;

And may we ever clearly see

Our God and Saviour, Lord, in thee !

2. All hallowed be our walk this day;
May meekness form our early ray,

And faithful love our noontide light,

And hope our sunset, calm and bright.

3. May grace each idle thought control,

And sanctify our wayward soul

;

May guile depart, and malice cease,

And all within be joy and peace.

4. Our daily course, Jesus, bless
;

Make plain the way of holiness

:

From sudden falls our feet defend,

And cheer at last our journey's end.

555.

1. My God, how endless is thy love

!

Thy gifts are every evening new;
And morning mercies from above,

Gently distill, like early dew.

2. Thou spread'st the curtains of the night,

Great Guardian of my sleeping hours

!

Thy sovereign word restores the light,

And quickens all my drowsy powers.

3. 1 yield my powers to thy command

;

To thee I consecrate my days:

Perpetual blessings from thy hand
Demand perpetual songs of praise.
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000. " Jlide me under the shadow of thy icings."

1. Glory to thee, my God, this night,

For all the blessings of the light

:

Keep me, oh, keep me, King of kings !

Beneath the shadow of thy wings.

557 Abide icilh us:

1. Sun of my soul ! thou Saviour dear,

It is not night if thou be near :

Oh. may no earth-born cloud arise

To hide thee from thy servant's eves

2. Forgive me. Lord ! through thy dear Son. 2.

The ill which I this day have done
;

That with the world, myself, and thee,

I. ere I sleep, at peace may be.

When soft the dews of kindly sleep

My wearied eyelids gently steep,

Be my last thought—how sweet to rest

For ever on my Saviour's breast

!

3. Teach me to live, that I may dread

The grave as little as my bed

;

Teach me to die, that so I may
Rise glorious at thy judgment day.

4. Praise God. from whom all blessings flo^

Praise him. all creatures here below;

Praise him above, ye heavenly host

!

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost

!

3. Abide with me from morn till eve,

For without thee I cannot live
;

Abide with me when night is nigh,

For without thee I dare not die.

Be near to bless me when I wake,

Ere through the world my way I take

Abide with me till in thy love

I lose myself in heaven above.

HEBRON. L. M. Dr. L. Masos.
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558. Evening Confession. 559.
/ will both lay me down in peace and

sleep."

2.

1. Great God ! to thee my evening song

With humble gratitude I raise :

Oh, let thy mercy tune my tongue.

And fill my heart with lively praise.

2. My days, unclouded as they pass,

And every gently rolling hour,

Are monuments of wondrous grace,

And witness to thy love and power.

3. And yet this thoughtless, wretched heart. 3

Too oft regardless of thy love,

Ungrateful, can from thee depart,

And, fond of trifles, vainly rove.

1. Thus far the Lord has led me on

:

Thus far his power prolongs my days;

And every evening shall make known
Some fresh memorial of his srrace.

4. Seal my forgiveness in the blood

Of Jesus ; his dear name alone

I plead for pardon, gracious God !

And kind acceptance at thy throne.

5. Let this blest hope mine eyelids close;

With sleep refresh my feeble frame

;

Safe in thy care may I repose,

And wake with praises to thy name

!

12

Much of my time has run to waste,

And I, perhaps, am near my home;
But he forgives my follies past :

He gives me strength for days to come.

I lay my body down to sleep
;

Peace is the pillow for my head

;

While well-appointed angels keep
Their watchful stations round my bed.

4. Faith in thy name forbids my fear;

Oh. may thy presence ne'er depart

!

And in the morning make me hear

The love and kindness of thy heart.

5. Thus, when the night of death shall come,

My flesh shall rest beneath the ground.

And wait thy voice to rouse my tomb,

With sweet salvation in the sound.
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WOODSTOCK. C. M.
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OOU. Evening Twilight.

2. 1 love, in solitude, to shed

The penitential tear;

And all his promises to plead,

Where none but God can hear.

3. 1 love to think on mercies past,

And future good implore

;

And all my cares and sorrows cast

On him whom I adore.

4. 1 love, by faith, to take a view

Of brighter scenes in heaven ,

The prospect doth my strength renew,

While here by tempests driven.

5. Thus, when life's toilsome day is o'er,

May its departing ray

Be calm as this impressive hour,

And lead to endless day!

«JO 1 •" Ttiou, Lord, only makest me dwell in safety."

1. Lord, thou wilt hear me when I pray

;

I am for ever thine
;

I fear before thee all the day,

Nor would I dare to sin.

2. And while I rest my weary head,

From cares and business free,

'Tis sweet conversing on my bed
With my own heart and thee.

3. 1 pay this evening sacrifice
;

And when my work is done,

Great God ! my faith and hope relies

Upon thy grace alone.

4. Thus, with my thoughts composed to

I give mine eyes to sleep
;

[peace

Thy hand in safety keeps my days
And will my slumbers keep.

0\)/O 9 " 1 lay me down to rest.
"

1. Dread Sovereign ! let my evening song
Like holy incense rise

;

Assist the off 'ring of my tongue

To reach the lofty skies.

2. Through all the dangers of the day
Thy hand was still my guard

;

And still to drive my wants away
Thy mercy stood prepared.

3. Perpetual blessings from above

Encompass me around;

But, oh, How few returns of love

Hath my Redeemer found !

4. What have I done for him who died

To save my guilty soul ?

How are my follies multiplied,

Fast as the minutes roll

!

5. Lord, with this sinful heart of mine,

To thy dear cross I flee,

And to thy grace my soul resign,

To be renewed by thee.

6. Sprinkled afresh with pardoning blood,

I lay me down to rest,

As in th' embraces of my God,

Or on my Saviour's breast.
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tJUO. " 1 dwell with him that is of a humble spirit:'

1. Thy home is with the humble, Lord !

The simplest are the best

:

Thy lodging is in child-like hearts

:

Thou makest there thy rest.

2. Dear Comforter ! eternal Love !

If thou wilt stay with me,

Of lowly thoughts and simple ways
I'll build a house for thee.

3. Who made this beating heart of mine
But thou, my heavenly Guest ?

Let no one have it, then, but thee,

And let it be thy rest

!

564.

1. 1 worship thee, sweet will of God !

And all thy ways adore;

And every day I live, I long

To love thee more and more.

2. Man's weakness, waiting upon God,
Its end can never miss,

For men on earth no work can do
More angel-like than this.

3. He always wins who sides with God,
To him no chance is lost

;

God's will is sweetest to him when
It triumphs at his cost.

4. Ill, that God blesses, is our good,

And unblest good is ill

;

And all is right that seems most wrong,
If it be His dear will

!

5. When obstacles and trials seem
Like prison-walls to be,

I do the little I can do,

And leave the rest to thee.

6. 1 have no cares, blessed Will

!

For all my cares are thine
;

I live in triumph, Lord ! for thou

Hast made thy triumphs mine.

565. Communion with God in Retirement.

1. Far from the world, Lord, I flee,

From strife and tumult far;

From scenes where Satan wages still

His most successful war.

2. The calm retreat, the silent shade,

With prayer and praise agree;

And seem by thy sweet bounty made
For those who follow thee.

3. There, if thy Spirit touch the soul,

And grace her mean abode,

Oh, with what peace, and joy, and love.

Does she commune with God !

4. There, like the nightingale she pours

Her solitary lays

;

Nor asks a witness of her song,

Nor thirsts for human praise.

Author and Guardian of my life !

Sweet Source of light divine,

And—all harmonious names in one

—

My Saviour!—thou art mine !

What thanks I owe thee, and what love

—

A boundless, endless store

—

Shall echo through the realms above,

When time shall be no more.

566. Make thy pleasure mine.'

1. Lord, my best desire fulfill,

And help me to resign

Life, health, and comfort to thy will,

And make thy pleasure mine.

2. Why should I shrink at thy command.
Whose love forbids my fears?

Or tremble at the gracious hand
That wipes away my tears ?

3. No : rather let me freely yield

What most I prize to thee,

Who never hast a good withheld,

Or wilt withhold, from me.

4. Thy favor, all my journey through,

Thou art engaged to grant

:

What else I want, or think I do,

'Tis better still to want.

5. Wisdom and mercy guide my way

:

Shall I resist them both ?

A poor, blind creature of a day,

And crushed before the moth !

6. But ah ! my inward spirit cries,

Still bind me to thy sway;
Else the next cloud that vails my skies

Drives all these thoughts away.
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Prayer for a lowly Heart.
Psalm cxxxi.567

1. Let thy grace, Lord, make me lowly

;

Humble all my swelling pride

:

Fallen, guilty, and unholy,

Greatness from my eyes I'll hide.

2. I'll forbid my vain aspiring,

Nor at earthly honors aim

;

No ambitious heights desiring,

Far above my humble claim.

3. Weaned from earth's vexatious pleasures,

In thy love I'll seek for mine;

Placed in heaven my nobler treasures,

Earth I quietly resign.

4. Israel, thus the world despising,

On the Lord alone rely

;

Then from him thy joys arising,

Like himself shall never die.

«.)DO • " And the Light shineth in darkness."

1. Light of those whose dreary dwelling

Borders on the shades of death !

Rise on us, thyself revealing,

Rise and chase the clouds beneath.

2. Thou, of heaven and earth Creator !

In our deepest darkness rise
;

Scatter all the night of nature

;

Pour the day upon our eyes.

3. Still we wait for thine appearing

;

Life and joy thy beams impart,

Chasing all our fears, and cheering

Every poor, benighted heart.

4. By thine all-sufficient merit,

Every burdened soul release;

Every weary, wandering spirit

Guide into thy perfect peace.

«JD«7» Romans x: 20.

1. Saviour, source of every blessing,

Tune my heart to grateful lays;

Streams of mercy, never ceasing,

Call for ceaseless songs of praise.

2. Teach me some melodious measure,
Sung by raptured saints above

;

Fill my soul with sacred pleasure,

"While I sing redeeming love.

3. Thou didst seek me when a stranger,

Wandering from the fold of God
;

Thou, to save my soul from danger,

Didst redeem me with thy blood.

4. By thy hand restored, defended,

Safe through life, thus far, I'm come

;

Safe, Lord, when life is ended,

Bring me to thy heavenly home.

Doxology.

Praise the God of all creation,

Praise the Father's boundless love;

Praise the Lamb, our expiation

;

Priest and King enthroned above :

Praise the Fountain of salvation,

Him by whom our spirits live;

LTndivided adoration

To the one Jehovah give !
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STOCKWELL. 8s & 7s. D. E. Jones.
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ing, Thou canst save, and thou canst heal.

JZ~

T II

O 4 U. 27ie Evening Blessing.'

2. Though destruction walk around us,

Though the arrow near us fly,

Angel-guards from thee surround us

;

We are safe, if thou art nigh.

3. Though the night be dark and dreary,

Darkness cannot hide from thee

:

Thou art he who, never weary,

Watcheth where thy people be.

4. Should swift death this night o'ertake us,

And our couch become our tomb,

May the morn in heav'n awake us,

Clad in light and deathless bloom

!

571.
' God is Love.'*

1 John iv :8.

1. God is love; his mercy brightens

All the path in which we rove;

Bliss he wakes, and woe he lightens

:

God is wisdom, God is love.

2. Chance and change are busy ever;

Man decays, and ages move :

But his mercy waneth never
;

God is wisdom, God is love.

3. Ev'n the hour that darkest seemeth

Will his changeless goodness prove

;

From the gloom his brightness streameth

God is wisdom, God is love.

4. He with earthly cares entwineth

Hope and comfort from above :

Every where his glory shineth;

God is wisdom, God is love.

Apostolic Benediction.

1. May the grace of Christ the Saviour,

And the Father's boundless love,

With the Holy Spirit's favor,

Rest upon us from above.

2. Thus may we abide in union

With each other and the Lord,

And possess, in sweet communion,
Joys which earth cannot afford.

573. " Before the Cross.

1. Sweet the moments, rich in blessing,

Which before the cross I spend

;

Life, and health, and peace possessing,

From the sinner's dying Friend.

2. Truly blessed is this station,

Low before his cross to lie
;

While I see divine compassion

Beaming in his gracious eye.

3. Here it is I find my heaven,

While upon the cross I gaze

;

Love I much ! I've much forgiven

;

I'm a miracle of grace.

4. Love and grief my heart dividing,

With my tears his feet I'll bathe

;

Constant still, in faith abiding,

Life deriving from his death.

5. Here in tender, grateful sorrow,

With my Saviour will I stay

;

Here new hope and strength will borrow;

Here will love my fears away.
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EOSEBANK Wm. B. Bradultit.
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574. Isaiah xl: 11.

. Saviour, like a shepherd lead us,

Much we need thy tender care

;

In thy pleasant pastures feed us

;

For our use thy folds prepare :

Blessed Jesus

!

Bless6d Jesus !

Thou hast bought us, thine we are.

!. Thou hast promised to receive us,

Poor and sinful though we be
;

Thou hast mercy to relieve us,

Grace to cleanse and power to free

BlesseM Jesus

!

Blessed Jesus!

Let us early turn to thee.

1. Early let us seek thy favor
;

Early let us learn thy will

;

Bo thou, Lord, our only Saviour.

With thy love our bosoms fill

:

Blessed Jesus

!

Blessed Jesus!

Thou hast loved us,—love us still

!

^21m
*J I tJ 9 Prayer for Guidance, Pardon, and Joy

1. Lead us. heavenly Father ! lead us

O'er the world's tempestuous sea
;

Guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us,

For we have no help but thee.

Yet possessing

Every blessing.

If our God our Father be.

2. Saviour ! breathe forgiveness o'er us
;

All our weakness thou dost know

;

Thou didst tread this earth before us,

Thou didst feel its keenest woe.

Lone and dreary,

Faint and weary,

Through the desert thou didst go.

3. Spirit of our God descending !

Fill our hearts with heavenly joy :

Love with every passion blending,

Pleasures that can never cloy.

Thus provided,

Pardoned, guided,

Nothing can our peace destroy.
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" Bsjcri.ce. Always.'576.
. my soul ! what means this sadness ?

Wherefore art thou thus cast down ?

Let thy griefs be turned to gladness,

Bid thy restless fears be gone

;

Look to Jesus,

And rejoice in his dear name.

. Though distresses now attend thee,

And thou tread'st the thorny road
;

His right hand shall still defend thee

;

Soon he'll bring thee home to God.

Therefore praise him.

Praise the great Redeemer's name.

Oh that I could now adore him
Like the heavenly host above,

Who forever bow before him,

And unceasing sing his love !

Happy songsters !

Wr
hen shall I your chorus join ?

7s. 6 lines.ROSEFIELD.
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Oil' " The p reel >us Sons of Zion."

2. God did love them in his Son

Long before the world begun

;

All their sins are washed away

;

They shall stand in God's great day

With them numbered may we be,

Here, and in eternity !

3. They are harmless, meek, and mild,

Holy, humble, undented;

They are by the Spirit sealed,

They with love and peace are filled :

With them numbered may we be,

Here, and in eternity

!

4. They are lights upon the earth,

Children of a heavenly birth;

One with God, with Jesus one,

Glory is in them begun :

With them numbered may we be,

Here, and in eternity !

3 JO. The Childlike Heart.

1. Quiet. Lord, my forward heart;

Make me teachable and mild,

Upright, simple, free from art

;

Make me as a weaned child,

—

From distrust and envy free,

Pleased with all that pleases thee.

2. What thou shalt to-day provide,

Let me as as child receive

;

What to-morrow may betide.

Calmly to thy wisdom leave :

'Tis enough that thou wilt care
;

Why should I the burden bear?

3. As a little child relies

On a care beyond his own,

Knows he's neither strong nor wise,

Fears to stir a step alone

;

Let me thus with thee abide,

As my Father, Guard and Guide.
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SWEET HOUR OF PRAYER Wm. B. Bihduurt.

Sweet hour of pray'r! sweet hour of prayVl That calls me from a world of care,

D.O. And oft es - caped the tempt-ers snare By thy re - turn, sweet hour of pray' r;
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And bids me at my Fa - ther's throne, Make all my wants and wish - es known:
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And oft cs - cape the tempt- er's snare By thy re - turn, sweet hour of pray'r.
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tj i <7 • Sweet hour of prayer.

1. Sweet hour of prayer ! sweet hour of 2

prayer

!

That calls me from a world of care,

And bids me at my Father's throne,

Make all my wants and wishes known.

In seasons of distress and grief,

My soul has often found relief,

||
:And oft escaped the tempter's snare

By thy return, sweet hour of prayer.
:||

REST OF THE WEARY.
Andaniino.

Sweet hour of prayer ! sweet hour of

prayer !

Thy wings shall my petition bear,

To him whose truth and faithfulness

Engage the waiting soul to bless;

And since he bids me seek his face,

Believe his word, and trust his grace,

||:I'll cast on him my every care,

And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer.
:||

From the " Triumph," hy permission.

Home of the stranger, Strength to the end;

r r -f T Xm T te-

Ref-uge from dan-ger, Sav-iour and Friend.
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580 Saviour and Friend.

1. Rest of the weary,

Joy of the sad :

Hope of the dreary,

Light of the glad :

Home of the stranger,

Strength to the end
;

Refuge from danger,

Saviour and Friend.

Cho.—Rest of the weary, &c.

2. Pillow where lying

Love rests its head

;

Peace of the dying,

Life of the dead :

Path of the lowly,

Prize at the end
;

Truer and fonder

Saviour and Friend.

Cho.—Rest of the weary, &o.
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'MASTER, WHERE DWELLEST THOU?"
n L

WitU tender, gentle, yet impassioned utterance.

* * *
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In the closet's hushed seclusion, "Where, the strife of
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quelling,
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Breathes the Spirit's warm effusion, There, Master, thou art dwelling.

£S m
OOl. "Master, where dioellest Thou?"

1. In the closet's hushed seclusion,

Where, the strife of
|

passion
|

quelling,

Breathes the Spirit's warm effusion,
|

There, O
|
Master, thou art

\

2. In the hallowed place of meeting,
Where,with love and

j
rapture

|
swelling,

Longing hearts are heav'nward beating,
j

Tnere, O
|
Master, thou art

|
dwelling.

dwelling.

3. In the home of anguish mortal,
Where, the fear of

|
death dis-

|

pelling,

Faith descries the beaming portal,
|

There, O
|
Master, thou art

|
dwelling.

4. In the realms of bliss supernal, [pelling,

Praise from heav'n of
|
heav'ns com-

|

Crowmed with majesty eternal,

There, O I Master, thou art I dwelling.

m
JESUS, OUR FRIEND.
With expression.

Geo. F. Root. From the " Diapason," by permission.

*~^*Z^Z^ZF*
-v*——i ag - ^*

—

r ^ T

mbm
Sweet 'tis to sing of thee. Je -sus. our friend; Of thv great love so free, Je -sus, our friend
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0,for a heart to praise,Thro' all our earthly days,Thv wondrous works and ways. Jesus our friend.

582. Jesus, our Friend.

1. Sweet 'tis to sing of thee,

Jesus, our friend

;

Of thy great love so free,

Jesus, our friend :

0, for a heart to praise,

Through all our earthly days,

Thy wondrous works and ways,

Jesus, our friend.

2. When thou wert here below,

Jesus, our friend,

Thou didst our sorrow know,

Jesus, our friend :

Grant to each heart to feel

That thou hast power to heal,

And, 0, thyself reveal,

Jesus, our friend.

Tender and patient thou,

Jesus, our friend

;

To thy dear love we bow,

Jesus, our friend :

0, in thy Spirit pure,

Ma}' we our ills endure,

Trusting thy promise sure,

Jesus, our friend.

By thy redeeming grace,

Jesus, our friend,

"We hope to see thy face,

Jesus, our friend

:

Then will we joyful praise,

Throughout eternal days,

Thy wondrous works and ways,

Jesus, our friend.



182 Morning and Evening,

MORNING PRAISES. lis & 5s.

Do not hurry the time.

Arranged by D. E. Joxes.
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583. LAUDES AD MATUTINUM.

.From Gregory the Great.

1 Behold ! the shade of night is now receding;

Kindling with splendors, fair the dawn is glowing;

With fervent hearts, let us all implore Him

—

Ruler Almighty

!

2. That He, our God, will look on us in pity,

Send strength for weakness, grant us his salvation,

And with a Father's pure affection give us

Glory eternal.

3. This grace O grant us, God-head ever-blessed,

Of Father, Son and Holy Ghost in union,

Whose praises be through earth's most distant regions

Ever resounding.

584. LAUDES AD NOCTURNUM.

-From, Gregory the Great.

1. 'Mid evening shadows, let us all be watching

—

Ever in psalms our deep devotion waking,

And with one voice hymns to the Lord, the Saviour,

Sweetly be singing.

2. That to the holy King our songs ascending,

We worthily with all his saints may enter

The heavenly Temple, joyfully partaking

Life everlasting.

3 This grace grant us, God-head ever-blessed,

Of Father, Son, and Holy Ghost in union,

Whose praises be through earth's most distant regions

Ever resounding

!
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BLUMENTHAL. 7s & 6s From the Triumph. Arranged by F. W. Root.

When the mom is bright and fair, When sweet songsters charm the air,
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OOO • J will Seek my Father.

1. When the morn is bright and fair,

"When sweet songsters charm the air,

I will lift my heart in prayer,

I will seek my Father

;

Lest my feet should go astray

From His pure and perfect way,

Lest I grieve him as I may,

I will seek my Father.

2 In the solitude apart,

In the wilderness or mart,

Oh ! my sorely tempted heart,

I will seek my Father

;

In the darkness as the day.

He shall be my Guide and stav.

I will lean on Him alway

—

I will seek my Father.

3. When the evening sun is red,

When each blossom droops its head,
Kneeling low beside my bed,

I will seek my Father
j

That I slumber in His care.

Shielded from each harmful snare,

And for life or death prepare

;

I will seek my Father.



184 Happy only in Thy love

BALCH. 7s. Double.
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Geo. Kingslkt.

Ho-ly Lamb! who Thee receive,Who in thee be-gin to live, Day aud night they cry to
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1. Holy Lamb ! who thee receive,

Who in thee begin to live,

Day and night they cry to thee

As thou art so let us be.

Jesus, see my lab'ring breast,

See, I pant in thee to rest

;

Gladly now would I be clean

;

Cleanse me now from every sin.

2. Fix, ob fix my wavering mind !

To thy cross my spirit bind

;

Earthly passions far remove,
Fill my soul with holy love.

Dust and ashes though I be,

Full of sin and misery,

Thine I am, thou Son of God :

Take the purchase of thy blood !

587.

1. Father of eternal grace,

Glorify thyself in me
;

Meekly beaming in my face,

May the world thine image see.

2. Happy only in thy love,

Poor, unfriended, or unknown,
Fix my thoughts on things above,

Stay my heart on thee alone.

3. Humble, holy, all resigned

To thy will—thy will be done !

Give me, Lord, the perfect mind
Of thy well-beloved Son.

4. Counting gain and glory lost,

May I tread the path he trod

—

Die with Jesus on the cross,

Rise with Him to Thee, my God.

Prayerfor the Indwelling of the Spirit.588.

1. Holy Spirit ! Love Divine

!

Let thy light within me shine

;

Breathe thyself into my breast

:

Earnest of immortal rest.

2. Let me never from thee stray,

Keep me in the narrow way :

Keep me thine, forever thine;

Let thy love and joy be mine.



Evening Worship 185

EVENING. S. M. 1 ! h 1

D. E. JONE3.
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1. The day is past and gone

;

The evening shades appear;

0, may I ever keep in mind
The night of death draws near.

2. Lord, keep me safe this night,

Secure from all my fears

;

May angels guard me while I sleep,

Till morning light appears.

3. And when I early rise,

To view th' unwearied sun,

May I set out to win the prize,

And after glory run

—

4. That when my days are past,

And I from time remove,

I then may in thy bosom rest,

The bosom of thy love.

8AYLES. S. M.
In a gentle, mhdutd and Under manner Ritard.
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Now is our sah'ation nearer than when
we believed."

1. One sweetly solemn thought

Comes to me o'er and o'er

:

Nearer my parting hour am I

Than e'er I was before.

2. Nearer my Father's house,

Where many mansions be
;

Nearer the throne where Jesus reigns

—

Nearer the crystal sea.

3. Nearer my going home,

Laying my burden down,

Leaving my cross of heavy grief,

Wearing my starry crown.

4. Nearer that hidden stream,

Winding through shades of night,

Rolling its cold, dark waves between
Me and the world of light.

5. Jesus ! to thee I cling:

Strengthen my arm of faith;

Stay near me while my way-woru feet

Press through the stream of death.
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Sacred Mem<rrics.

2. Oh ! the lost, the unforgotten,

Though the world be oft forgot

;

Oh! the shrouded and the lonely!

In our hearts they perish not.

3. Living in the silent hours

"Where our spirits only blend;

They, unlinked with earthly troubles;

We, still hoping for its end.

4. How such holy memories cluster

Like the stars when storms are past;

Pointing up to that far heaven
We may hope to gain at last.

MOUNT VERNON. 8s & 7s.

O *)J!i • The Dead in Christ.

1. Cease, ye mourners, cease to languish

O'er the grave of those you love;

Pain, and death, and night, and anguish,

Enter not the world above.

2. While our silent steps are straying

Lonely thro' night's deepening shade,

Glory's brightest beams are playing

Round the happy Christian's head.

3. Light and peace at once deriving

From the hand of God most high,

In his glorious presence living,

They shall never, never die.

Dr. L. Mason.
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«J«Jt)» " Weep not; she is not dead, but sleepeth."

2. Peaceful be thy silent slumber

—

Peaceful in the grave so low

:

Thou no more wilt join our number;
Thou no mere our songs shalt know.

3. Dearest sister ! thou hast left us

;

Here thy loss we deeply feel;

But 'tis God that hath bereft us,

He can all our sorrows heal.

4. Yet again we hope to meet thee,

When the day of life is fled

;

Then in heaven with joy to greet thee,

Where no farewell tear is shed

!
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I'M A PILGRIM. P. M.
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1. I'm a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger

j

I can tarry, I can tarry but a night

;

Do not detain me, for I am going

To where the fountains are ever flowing.

2. There the glory is ever shining ! [there

;

0, my longing heart, my longing heart is

MEEDIN. 7s, 63 & 7s.

Here in this country so dark and dreary,

T long have wandered forlorn and weary.

3. There's the city to which I journey
;

My Redeemer, my Redeemer is its light

!

There is no sorrow, nor any sighing,

Nor any tears there, nor any dying

!

It. L. Masox.

1. Burst, ye emerald gates, and bring
To my raptured vision,

All the ecstatic joys that spring

Round the bright elysian :

Lo ! we lift our longiDg eyes,

Break, ye intervening skies !

Sons of righteousness, arise,

Ope the gates of Paradise.

2. Floods of everlasting light

!

Freely flash before him

;

Myriads, with supreme delight,

Instantly adore him

;

Angel trumps resound his fame;
Lutes of lucid gold proclaim

All the music of his name;
Heaven echoing the theme.

Four and twenty elders rise

From their princely station

;

Shout his glorious victories,

Sing the great salvation;

Cast their crowns before his throne,

Cry, in reverential tone,

Glory be to God alone,

Holy ! Holy ! Holy One.

Hark ! the thrilling symphonies
Seem, methinks, to seize us;

Join we too the holy lays

—

Jesus, Jesus, Jesus

!

Sweetest sound in seraph's song,

Sweetest note on mortal tongue,

Sweetest carol ever sung

—

Jesus, Jesus, flow along.



188 1 love thy kingdom, Lord

GOLDEN HILL. S. M.

1. My Mak - er and

Western Tune
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my King ! To thee my all I
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Thy sovereign boun-ty IS Whence all my bless - ings flow.
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God our Benefactor.596.

2. The creature of thy hand,

On thee alone I live

;

My God ! thy benefits demand
More praise than I can give.

3. Lord, what can I impart,

When all is thine before?

Thy love demands a thankful heart:

The gift, alas, how poor

!

4. Shall I withhold thy due ?

And shall my passions rove ?

Lord, form this wretched heart anew,

And fill it with thy love.

tJtJ I • "J love thy kingdom, Lord."

1 I love thy kingdom, Lord

—

The house of thine abode,

The church our blest Redeemer saved
With his own precions blood.

2. 1 love thy church, God !

Her walls before thee stand,

Dear as the apple of thine eye,

And graven on thy hand.

3. For her my tears shall fall,

For her my prayers ascend

;

To her my cares and toils be given,

Till toils and cares shall end.

4. Beyond my highest joy

I prize her heavenly ways,

Her sweet communion, solemn vows,
Her hymns of love and praise.

5. Jesus, thou Friend divine,

Our Saviour and our King,

Thy hand from every snare and foe

Shall great deliverance bring.

6. Sure as thy truth shall last,

To Zion shall be given
The brightest glories earth can yield,

And brighter bliss of heaven.

Ot/C5. " There is laid up for me a crown."

1. If Jesus be my friend,

And I to him belong,

I care not what my foes intend,

Though fierce they be, and strong.

2. 1 rest upon the ground
Of Jesus and his blood

;

For I in him alone have found
The true eternal good.

3. He whispers in my breast

Sweet words of holy cheei,

How all who seek in God their rest

Shall ever find him near.

4. How God hath built above

A city fair and new,

Where eye and heart shall see and prove
What faith has counted true.

5. My heart for gladness springs;

It cannot more be sad;

For very joy it smiles and sings,—
Sees naught but sunshine glad.

6. The sun that lights mine eyes,

Is Christ, the Lord I love;

I sing for joy of that which lies

Stored up for me above.



The Blessed Tie. Sons of God 189

Old popular Melody.

tJ*JtJ m " Help me to watch and pray.'"

1. A CHARGE to keep I have,

A God to glorify
j

A never-dying soul to save,

And fit it for the sky •

2. To serve the present age,

My calling to fulfill;

—

Oh, may it all my powers engage

To do my Master's will.

3. Arm me with jealous care,

As in thy sight to live
;

And oh ! thy servant, Lord, prepare

A strict account to give.

4. Help me to watch and pray,

And on thyself rely;

Assured if I my trust betray,

I shall forever die.

DUU. Christian Fellowship.

1. Blest be the tie that binds

Our hearts in Christian love

:

The fellowship of kindred minds
Is like to that above.

2. Before our Father's throne

"We pour our ardent prayers

;

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one,

Our comforts and our cares.

3. We share our mutual woes,

Our mutual burdens bear

,

And often for each other flows

The sympathizing tear.

13

4. When we asunder part,

It gives us inward pain

;

But we shall still be joined in heart,

And hope to meet again.

5. This glorious hope revives

Our courage by the way;
While each in expectation lives,

And longs to see the day.

6. From sorrow, toil, and pain,

And sin, we shall be free,

And perfect love and friendship reign,

Through all eternity.

DU 1 . "The Spirit of God dwelleth in you."

1. Blest are the pure in heart,

For they shall see their God

;

The secret of the Lord is theirs
j

Their soul is Christ's abode.

2. The Lord, who left the heavens,
Our life and peace to bring

;

To dwell in lowliness with men,
Their pattern and their King ;

—

3. He to the lowly soul

Doth still himself impart,
And for his dwelling, and his throne,

Chooseth the pure in heart.

4. Lord, we thy presence seek:
May ours this blessing be

;

Oh, give the pure and lowly heart
A temple meet for thee !



1H0 Blessed are the Merciful,

ELIZABETHTOWN. C. M. OR£ATOREX-
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How shall I count the matchless sum? How pay the might-y debt?

UU^. Matt, xxv: 40.

1. Jesus, my Lord, how rich thy grace!

Thy bounties how complete !

How shall I count the matchless sum ?

How pay the mighty debt ?

2. High on a throne of radiant light

Dost thou exalted shine
j

What can my poverty bestow,

"When all the worlds are thine ?

3. But thou hast brethren here below,

The partners of thy grace
;

And wilt confess their humble names

Before thy Father's face.

4. In them thou may'st be clothed and fed

And visited and cheered;

And, in their accents of distress,

My Saviour's voice is heard.

5. Thy face, with reverence and with love,

I in thy poor would see

;

Oh, rather let me beg my bread,

Than keep it back from thee

!

OU«J. u Blessed arc the msrciful"

1. Blest is the man whose softening heart

Feels all another's pain;

To whom the supplicating eye

Was never raised in vain :

—

2. Whose breast expands with generous

A stranger's woe to feel : [warmth,

And bleeds in pity o'er the wound
He wants the power to heal.

3. He spreads his kind, supporting arms
To every child of grief;

His secret bounty largely flows,

And brings unasked relief.

4. To gentle offices of love

His feet are never slow

;

He views, through mercy's melting eye,

A brother in a foe.

5. He hears the Saviour's cheering word,
" My peace to him I give;"

And when he kneels before the throne,

His trembling soul shall live.

f\f\A " The secret Place °f the Most BSgk.m
\J\J-t. Psalm xci.

1. There is a safe and secret place

Beneath the wings divine.

Reserved for all the heirs of grace :

Oh, be that refuge mine

!

2. The least and feeblest there may bide,

Uninjured and unawed
;

While thousands fall on every side,

He rests secure in God.

3. He feeds in pastures large and fair,

Of love and truth divine;

child of God, glory's heir !

How rich a lot is thine

!

4. A hand almighty to defend,

An ear for every call,

An honored life, a peaceful end,

And heaven to crown it all

!



The Chief Grace. The one Petition 191

UvJt-J # Brotherly Kindness.

1. Father of mercies ! send thy grace,

All powerful from above,

To form, in our obedient souls,

The image of thy love.

2 Oh, may our sympathizing breasts

The generous pleasure know,

Kindly to share in others' joy,

And weep for others' woe !

3. When the most helpless sons of grief

In low distress are laid,

Soft be our hearts their pains to feel,

And swift our hands to aid.

006. " Love as Brethren."

1. How sweet, how heavenly is the sight,

When those who love the Lord
In one another's peace delight,

And so fulfill his word !

2. When each can feel his brother's sigh.

And with him bear a part

!

When sorrow flows from eye to eye,

And joy from heart to heart

!

3. When, free from envy, scorn, and pride

Our wishes all above,

Each can his brother's failings hide

And show a brother's love !

4. Let love, in one delightful stream,

Through every bosom flow,

And union sweet, and dear esteem

In every action glow.

5. Love is the golden chain that binds
The happy souls above

;

And he's an heir of heaven who finds

His bosom glow with love.

607. The Chief Grace.

1. Happy the heart where graces reign,

Where love inspires the breast

:

Love is the brightest of the train,

* And strengthens all the rest.

2. Knowledge—alas ! 'tis all in vain,

And all in vain our fear;

Our stubborn sins will fight and reign,

If love be absent there.

3. This is the grace that lives and sings,

When faith and hope shall cease

;

'Tis this shall strike our joyful strings,

In realms of endless peace.

4. Before we quite forsake our clay,

Or leave this dark abode,

The wings of love bear us away,

To see our smiling God.

608,
And Jesus went before them.

Mark x : 32.

1. The Saviour—what a noble flame

Was kindled in his breast,

When, hasting to Jerusalem,

He marched before the rest

!

2. Good will to men, and zeal for God,
His every thought engross;

He longs to be baptized with blood,

He pants to reach the cross.

3 With all his sufferings full in view,

And woes to us unknown,
Forth to the task his spirit flew

:

'Twas love that urged him on.

4. Lord, we return thee what we can;

Our hearts shall souod abroad

Salvation to the dying Man,
And to the rising God!

5. And while thy bleeding glories here
En S-ajre our wonderingdei eyes,

We learn our lighter cross to bear,

And hasten to the skies.

OUy, The one Petition.

1. Father ! whate'er of earthly bliss

Thy sovereign hand denies,

Accepted at thy throne of grace,

Let this petition rise :

2. " Give me a calm, a thankful heart,

From every murmur free;

The blessings of thy grace impart,

And make me live to thee.

" Let the sweet hope that thou art mine
My life and death attend

;

Thy presence through my journey shine,

And crown my journey's end."
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UNWIN. 8s & 4s. From S. H. k T. Book.
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" God is Love."—1 John iv : 8.

Tliy will be done."—Matt, vi ; 10.

610.

2. When fear her chilling mantle flings

O'er earth, my soul to heaven above,

As to her native home, upsprings

;

For God is love.

3. When myst'ry clouds my darkened path,

I'll check my dread,my doubts reprove;

In this my soul sweet comfort hath,

That God is love.

4. Oh may this truth my heart employ,

Bid every gloomy thought remove,

And turn all tears, all woes to joy,

—

Thou, God, art Love.

611.

1. My God, my Father, while I stray

Far from thy home, on life's rough way,

Oh, teach me from my heart to say,

" Thy will be done !

"

2. What though in lonely grief I sigh

For friends beloved no longer nigh;
Submissive still would I reply,

" Thy will be done !
"

3. If thou shouldst call me to resign

What most I prize,—it ne'er was mine
;

I only yield thee what was thine

:

"Thy will be done!"

4. If but my fainting heart be blest

With thy sweet Spirit for its guest,

My God, to thee I leave the rest

:

" Thy will be done !
"

5. Renew my will from day to day

;

Blend it with thine, and take away
Whate'er now makes it hard to say,

'•Thy will be done!"

6. Then when on earth I breathe no more,
The prayer oft mixed with tears before,

I'll sing upon a happier shore

:

"Thy will be done!"

U 1 <& • " There is a calmfor those who weep."

1. There is a calm for those who weep,
A rest for weary pilgrims found

;

They softly lie, and sweetly sleep,

Low in the ground.

2. The storm that racks the wint'ry sky,

No more disturbs their deep repose
Than summer evening's latest sigh,

That shuts the rose.

3. 1 long to lay this painful head
And aching heart beneath the soil

;

To slumber, in that dreamless bed,

From all my toil.

4. The soul, of origin divine,

God's glorious image, freed from clay,

In heaven's eternal sphere shall shine,

A star of day.

5. The sun is but a spark of fire,

A transient meteor in the sky

;

The soul immortal as its Sire,

Shall never die.
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SWEET THOUGHTS. C. M. Wm. B. Bbadbuet.
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'Tis sweet to look be-yond my pain, And long to

613.
1. When languor and disease invade

This trembling house of clay.

'Tis sweet to look beyond my pain,

And long to fly away ;

—

2. Sweet to look inward, and attend

The whispers of his love

;

Sweet to look upward to the place

Where Jesus pleads above ;

—

3. Sweet on his faithfulness to rest,

Whose love can never end
;

Sweet on his covenant of grace

For all things to depend ;

—

4. Sweet, in the confidence of faith,

To trust his firm decrees
;

Sweet to lie passive in his hands,

And know no will but his.

5. If such the sweetness of the streams,

What must the fountain be,

Where saints and angels draw their bliss

Immediately from thee

!

Phil, i614.
1. When musing sorrow weeps the past,

And mourns the present pain

;

How sweet to think of peace at last,

And feel that death is gain

!

2. 'Tis not that murmuring thoughts arise

And dread a Father's will;

'Tis not that meek submission flies,

And would not suffer still.

3. It is that heaven-born faith surveys
The path that leads to light,

And longs her eagle plumes to raise,

And lose herself in sight.

4. Oh! let me wing my hallowed flight

From earth-born woe and care,

And soar above these clouds of night,

My Saviour's bliss to share.

1 . "Let me know my Father reigns."

1. My Grod, my Father, blissful name

!

Oh, may I call thee mine ?

May I with sweet assurance claim
A portion so divine ?

2. Whate'er thy providence denies
I calmly would resign

;

For thou art good, and just and wise :

Oh, bend my will to thine !

3. Whate'er thy sacred will ordains,

Oh, give me strength to bear

!

And let me know my Father reigns,
And trust his tender care.

4. Thy sovereign ways are all unkncwn
To my weak, erring sight;

Yet let my soul adoring own
That all thy ways are right.

Doxology.

Let G-od the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit, be adored,

Where there are works to make him known,
Or saints to love the Lord

!
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HENLEY. lis & 10s. Dr. L. MasoW.

Olt)« When Shadows Darkly Gather.

1. Come unto me when shadows darkly
gather,

When the sad heart is weary and dis-

tress'd,

Seeking for comfort from your Heavenly
Father,

Come unto me, and I will give you rest.

2. Ye who have mourned when the spring-
flowers were taken,

"When the ripe fruit fell richly to the
ground,

When the loved slept in brighter homes
to waken,

Where their pale brows with spirit-

wreaths are crowned.

3. Large are the mansions in thy Father's
dwelling,

Glad are the homes that sorrows never
dim;

Sweet are the harps in holy music swell-

ing.

Soft are the tones which raise the
heavenly hymn.

4. There, like an Eden, blossoming in glad
ness,

Bloom the fair flowers the earth too
rudely pressed

;

Come unto me all ye who droop in sad-

ness,

Come unto me, and I will give you rest.

CONFIDENCE. 10s & 6s. Melody by J. K. N. Harmonized by D. E. J.
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617. 'Thou Knowst all Things.*

1. My God, whose gracious pity I may claim.

Calling thee Father—sweet, endearing
name,

The suffrings of this weak and weary
frame,

All, all are known to thee.

2. From human eye 'tis better to conceal

Much that I suffer, much I hourly feel

;

But, O, this thought does tranquilize and
heal,

All, all is known to thee.

3. Yea, all by Thee is ordered, chosen,

planned

;

Each drop that fills my daily cup, thy
hand

Prescribes, for ills none else can under-

stand :

All, all is known to thee.
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WAITING. 8s & 7s D. HCBERT P. M.UX.
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hill-tops of the blest," Where the wicked cease from troubling. And the weary are at rest."

S3C ^n
O lO. Jam waiting by the river.

1. 1 am waiting by the river;

• And my heart has waited long

;

Now I think I hear the chorus

Of the angel's welcome song.

0. I see the dawn is breaking

On the hill-tops of the blest,

" Where the wicked cease from troubling,

And the weary are at rest."

2. Far away beyond the shadows,

Of this weary vale of tears
;

There the tide of bliss is sweeping

Thro' the bright and changeless years.

i—

r

0, I long to be with Jesus,

In the mansions of the blest.

" Where the wicked cease from troubling,

And the weary are at rest."

They are launching on the river.

From the calm and quiet shore,

And they soon will bear my spirit,

Where the weary sigh no more.

For the tide is swiftly flowing,

And I long to greet the blest,

"Where the wicked cease from troubling.

And the weary are at rest."

Dr. L. Mason.

1 «7 # Psalm cxxi.

1. I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills,

From whence
|
cometh my

|
help.

2. My help cometh from the Lord,

Which made
|
heaven and

|
earth.

3. He will not suffer thy foot to be moved :

He that keepeth thee
|
will not

|
slumber,

4. Behold, he that keepeth Israel.

Shall not
|
slumber nor

|
sleep.

5. The Lord is thy keeper

;

The Lord is thy shade upon thy [right—

j

|
hand.

6. The sun shall not smite thee by day,

Nor the
|
moon by

|
night.

7. The Lord shall preserve thee from all evil.

He shall pre-
|
serve thy

|
soul.

8. The Lord shall preserve thy going out.

and thy coming in.

From this time forth, and even forever-

more I A— J men.
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AMBER. L. M. 6 Lines. From the "Plymouth Collection."
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For-give them, Father, for-give! They know not that by Me they live.

620.
1. Would Jesus have the sinner die !

Why hangs he then on yonder tree

!

What means that strange expiring cry

!

Sinners, he prays for you and me

;

Forgive them, Father, forgive !

They know not that by Me they live.

2. Thou loving, all-atoning Lamb

—

Thee, by thy painful agony,

Thy bloody sweat, thy grief and shame,

Thy cross and passion on the tree,

Thy precious death and life—I pray,

Take all, take all my sins away.

621.
1. Weary of wandering from my God,

And now made willing to return,

I hear, and bow me to the rod :

Yet not in hopeless grief I mourn

;

I have an Advocate above,

A Friend before the throne of love.

2. Jesus, full of truth and grace

—

More full of grace than I of sin

;

Yet once again I seek thy face,

Open thine arms, and take me in !

And freely my backslidings heal,

And love thy faithless servant still.

3. Thou know'st the way to bring me back,

My fallen spirit to restore

;

0, for thy truth and mercy's sake,

Forgive, and bid me sin no more

:

The ruins of my soul repair,

And make my heart a house of prayer

622.
1. Loosed from my God and far removed,

Long have I wandered to and fro;

O'er earth in endless circles roved,

Nor found whereon to rest below

:

But now, my God, to thee I fly.

For, oh ! estranged from thee, I die.

2. Selfish pursuits, and nature's maze,

The things of sense, for thee I leave:

Put forth thy hand, thy hand of grace;

Into the ark of love receive
;

Take my poor, fluttering soul to rest.

And still it, Father, on thy breast.

3. Endow me with my Saviour's peace,

Confirm and keep my longing heart

;

In thee may all my wanderings cease

;

From thee may I no more depart

:

Never again from thee remove,

Loved with an everlasting love !

D^O. Jbr. viii : 22.

1. Peace, troubled soul, whose plaintive

moan
Hath taught each scene the notes of

woe;

Cease thy complaint, suppress thy groan,

And let thy tears forget to flow
;

Behold, the precious balm is found,

To lull thy pain, to heal thy wound.

2. Come, freely come, by sin oppressed

;

On Jesus cast thy weight}' load;

In him thy refuge find, thy rest.

Safe in the mercy of thy God
;

Thy God's thy Saviour—glorious word

!

Forever love and praise the Lord.
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6^24. LnKSvi.21.

1. Oh, deem not they are blest alone,

Whose lives a peaceful tenor keep
;

For God, who pities man, hath shown

A blessing for the eyes that weep.

2. The light of smiles shall fill again

The lids that overflow with tears

;

And weary hours of woe and pain r

Are promises of happier years.

3. There is a day of sunny rest

For every dark and toubled night

;

And grief may bide an evening guest,

But joy shall come with early light.

4. Nor let the good man's trust depart,

Though life its common gifts deny

;

Though with a pierced and broken heart,

And spurned of men, he goes to die.

5. For God has marked each sorrowing day,

And numbered every secret tear,

And heaven's long age of bliss shall pay

For all his children suffer here.

£JO P\ " Flowfast, my tears /"
. x

0>O«J. Luke xxii : 62.

1. Flow fast, my tears ! the cause is great

;

This tribute claims an injured Friend

—

One whom I long pursued with hate,

And yet he loved me to the end.

2. Fast flow my tears,—yet faster flow !

Stream copious as yon purple tide :

'Twas I that dealt the deadly blow;

I urged the hand that pierced his side.

3. Fast, and yet faster flow my tears

!

Love breaks the heart, and drowns
the eyes

;

His visage marred toward heaven he rears,

And, pleading for his murderers, dies !

O-wO, Sabbath Evening. <^

1. Sweet is the light of Sabbath eve,

And soft the sunbeams ling'ring there;

For these blest hours the world I leave,

Wafted on wings of faith and prayer.

2. Season of rest ! the tranquil soul

Feels the sweet calm, and melts in love;

And while these sacred moments roll,

Faith see a smiling heaven above.

3. Nor will our days of toil be long :

Our pilgrimage will soon be trod
,

And we shall join the ceaseless song,

The endless Sabbath of our God.
* The Hymns on this parr? may he snng to Amber, on

the opposite page, by omitting the repeat.

The Word was God.
John i : 4.627.

1. Ere the blue heavens were stretched

abroad,

From everlasting was the Word :

With God he was ; the Word was God,

And must divinely be adored.

2. By his own power were all things made

;

By him supported, all things stand

:

He is the whole creation's head,

And angels fly at his command.

3. But, lo ! he leaves those heavenly forms :

The Word descends and dwells in clay,

That he may hold converse with worms.
Dressed in such feeble flesh as they.

4. Mortals with joy behold his face,

Th' eternal Father's only Son
j

How full of truth, how full of grace,

When through his eyes the Godhead
shone

!

5. Archangels leave their high abode

To learn new myst'ries here, and tell

The love of our descending God,
The glories of Immanuel.

" Forgiving one another."

Eph. ir : 30—32.628.
1. The Spirit, like a peaceful dove,

Flies from the realms of noise and strife:

Why should we vex and grieve his love,

Who seals our souls to heavenly life !

2. Tender and kind be all our thoughts

:

Through ail our lives let mercy run :

So God forgives our numerous faults

For the dear sake of Christ, his Son.

U^y • All things the Gift of God.

1. Great God ! let all my tuneful powers
Awake, and sing thy mighty name :

Thy hand revolves my circling hours

—

Thy hand, from whence my being came.

2. Seasons and moons, still rolling round
In beauteous order, speak thy praise

;

And years, with smiling mercy crowned,

To thee successive honors raise.

3. My life, my health, my friends, I owe,

All to thy vast, unbounded love

;

Ten thousand precious gifts below,

And hope of nobler joys above.

4. Thus will I sing till nature cease,

Till sense and language are no more

;

And, after death, thy boundless grace,

Through everlasting years adore.
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JUST AS I AM. 8s & 6s.
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Just as I am, with - out one plea, But that thy blood was shed for me,
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And that thou bid'st me come to thee, Lamb of God, I come

:
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1. Just as I am, without one plea,

But that thy blood was shed for me,

And that thou bid'st me come to thee,

Lamb of God, I come

!

2. Just as I am, and waiting not

To rid my soul of one dark blot,

To thee whose blood can cleanse each spot,

Lamb of God, I come

!

3. Just as I am, though tossed about

With many a conflict, many a doubt,

Fightings within, and fears without,

Lamb of God, I come

!

4. Just as I am—poor, wretched, blind

;

Sight, riches, healing of the mind,

Yea, all I need, in thee to find,

Lamb of God, I come

!

5. Just as I am—thou wilt receive,

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve;

Because thy promise I believe,

Lamb of God, I come

!

6. Just as I am—thy love unknown
Hath broken every barrier down

;

Now, to be thine, yea, thine alone,

O Lamb of God, I come

!

UO-L* "If any man thirst, let him come unto Me."

1. Burdened with guilt, wouldst thou be
blest ?

Trust not the world ; it gives no rest

:

I bring relief to hearts oppressed

;

weary sinner, come !

2. Come, leave thy burden at the cross

;

Count all thy gains but empty dross

;

My grace repays all earthly loss

:

needy sinner, come !

3. Come, hither bring thy boding fears,

Thine aching heart, thy bursting tears

;

;

Tis mercy's voice salutes thine ears

:

trembling sinner, come !

<£. '-The Spirit and the bride say, Come:"
Rejoicing saints reecho, Come !

Who faints, who thirsts, who will, may
come;

Thy Saviour bids thee come.

Prayer for Christ's Intercession.632.

1. Thou, the contrite sinners' Friend!
Who, loving, lov'st them to the end,

On this alone my hopes depend,

That thou wilt plead for me.

2. When weary in the Christian race,

Far off appears my resting place,

And. fainting, I mistrust thy grace,

Then, Saviour, plead for me.

3. When I have erred and gone astray,

Afar from thine and wisdom's way,

And see no glimmering, guiding ray,

Still, Saviour, plead for me.

4. When Satan, by my sins made bold,

Strives from thy cross to loose my hold,

Then with thy pitying arms enfold,

And plead, oh, plead for me

!
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WISNER. 8s & 6s. Or 8s & 3s.
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J 11=£

ho- ly Saviour ! Friend unseen, Since on thine arm thou bid'st me
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lean, Help me, thro'-out life's changing scene, By faith to cling to thee

!

5. And when my dying hour draws near,

Darkened with anguish, guilt, and fear.

Then to my fainting sight appear,

Pleading in heaven for me.

6. When the full light of heavenly day,

Reveals my sins in dread array,

Say thou hast washed them all away

;

Oh, say thou plead'st for me

!

6. Though faith and hope are often tried,

I ask not, need not aught beside

;

So safe, so calm, so satisfied,

The soul that clings to thee !

633. The unseen Friend.

1 holy Saviour ! Friend unseen.

Since on thine arm thou bid'st me lean,

Help me throughout life's changing scene,

By faith to cling to thee

!

2. Blest with this fellowship divine.

Take what thou wilt, I'll not repine

;

For, as the branches to the vine,

My soul would cling to thee.

3. Tho' far from home, fatigued, oppressed,

Here have I found a place of rest;

An exile still, yet not unblest,

Because I cling to thee.

4. What though the world deceitful prove,

And earthly friends and hopes remove

:

With patient, uncomplaining love

Still would I cling to thee.

5. Though oft I seem to tread alone

Life's dreary waste,with thorns o'ergrown,

Thy voice of love, in gentle tones

The hour of Prayer.

Still whispers, Cling to me V
s

634/
. My God ! is any hour so sweet,

From blush of morn to evening star,

As that which calls me to thy feet

—

The hour of prayer ?

. Blest is the tranquil hour of morn,
And blest that hour of solemn eve,

When, on the wings of prayer up-borne,

The world I leave.

. Then is my strength by thee renewed
;

Then are my sins by thee forgiven;

Then dost thou cheer my solitude

With hopes of heaven.

. No words can tell what sweet relief

There for my every want I find
j

What strength for warfare, balm for grief,

What peace of mind !

5. Hushed is each doubt, gone every fear
;

My spirit seems in heaven to stay

;

And ev'n the penitential tear

Is wiped away.

6. Lord ! till I reach that blissful shore,

No privilege so dear shall be

As thus my inmost soul to pour
In prayer to thee.

* Observe the tie for this Hymn.
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JEWETT. 6s. Double.
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Arranged by J. P. Holbrook.
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My Je - sus, as thou wilt ! Oh, may thy will be mine ; In - to thy hand of love
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I would my all re - sign; Thro' sor-row or thro' joy, Con-duct mc

as thine own, And help me ;till to say, My Lord, thy will be done.
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UOO . Mark, xiv : 36.

1. My Jesus, as thou wilt

!

Oh ! may thy will be mine

;

Into thy hand of love

I would my all resign
;

Through sorrow, or through joy,

Conduct me as thine own,

And help me still to say,

My Lord, thy will be done

!

2. My Jesus, as thou wilt

!

Though seen through many a tear,

Let not my star of hope

Grow dim or disappear :

Since thou on earth hast wept,

And sorrowed oft alone,

If I must weep with thee,

My Lord, thy will be done

!

3. My Jesus, as thou wilt

!

All shall be well for me
;

Each changing future scene

I gladly trust with thee :

Straight to my home above

I travel calmly on,

And sing, in life or death,

My Lord, thy will be done !

JL%
Egy; mm

OOU. Job xxiii : 10.

1. Thy way, not mine, Lord,

However dark it be !

Lead me by thine own hand
j

Choose out the path for me.
I dare not choose my lot

:

I would not, if I might

;

Choose thou for me, my God,
So shall I walk aright.

1. The kingdom that I see

Is thine : so let the way
That leads to it be thine,

Else I must surely stray.

Take thou my cup, and it

With joy or sorrow fill,

As best to thee may seem

;

Choose thou my good and ill.

]. Choose thou for me my friends,

My sickness or my health;

Choose thou my cares for me,

My poverty or wealth.

Not mine, not mine the choice,

In things or great or small

;

Be thou my Guide, my Strength

;

My "Wisdom and my All.
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NETTLETON. 8s & 7s. Double.p > lip, j* S\ I rtt .r «Th ! I
Come, thou Fount of ev - 'ry bless-ing, Tune my heart to sing thy grace; ")

Streams of mer - cy, nev - er ceas-ing, Call for songs of loud - est praise;
j

D.c. Praise the mount—I'm fix'd upon it !— Mount of thy re - deem-ing love.
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Teach me some me - lo - dious son-net, Sung by flarn-ing tongues a-bove;
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637. 1 Sam. vii : 12.

1. Come, thou Fount of every blessing,

Tune my heart to sing thy grace
;

Streams of mercy, never ceasing,

Call for songs of loudest praise
;

Teach me some melodious sonnet,

Sung by flaming tongues above

;

Praise the mount—I'm fixed upon it !—

Mount of thy redeeming love.

2. Here I'll raise mine Ebenezer;
Hither by thy help I'm come

;

And I hope, by thy good pleasure,

Safely to arrive at home.

Jesus sought me when a stranger,

"Wandering from the fold of God;
He, to rescue me from danger,

Interposed his precious blood.

3. Oh, to grace how great a debtor

Daily I'm constrained to be !

Let thy goodness, like a fetter,

Bind my wandering heart to thee;

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it

;

Prone to leave the God I love

;

Here's my heart; oh, take and seal it;

Seal it for thy courts above.

DOO Hbb.1:3.

1. Mighty God ! while angels bless thee,

May a mortal lisp thy name ?

Lord of men, as well as angels

!

Thou art every creature's theme :

Lord of every land and nation !

Ancient of eternal days !

Sounded through the wide creation,

Be thy just and awful praise.

2. For the grandeur of thy nature,

—

Grand, beyond a seraph's thought;
For the wonders of creation,

Works with skill and kindness wrought;
For thy providence that governs
Through thine empire's wide domain.

Wings an angel, guides a sparrow;
Blessed be thy gentle reign.

3. For thy rich, thy free redemption,

Bright, tho' veiled in darkness long,

Thought is poor, and poor expression
;

Who can sing that wondrous song ?

Brightness of the Father's glory !

Shall thy praise unuttered lie ?

Break, my tongue ! such guilty silence,

Sing the Lord who came to die :

—

4. From the highest throne of glory,

To the cross of deepest woe,

Came to ransom guilty captives !

—

Flow, my praise ! forever flow :

Re-ascend, immortal Saviour !

Leave thy footstool, take thy throne

;

Thence return and reign forever :

—

Be the kingdom all thine own !
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ERNAN. L. M. Dr. L. Mason.
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We bid thee welcome in the name Of Je-sus, our ex - al - ted Head

;

Come as a servant: so he came, And we re-ceive thee in
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OtJt/ • TFe7conun$r a Pastor.

1. We bid thee welcome in the name
Of Jesus, our exalted Head

;

Come as a servant : so he came,

And we receive thee in his stead.

2. Come as a shepherd
j
guard and keep

This fold from hell, and earth, and sin

;

Nourish the lambs, and feed the sheep,

The wounded heal, the lost bring in.

3. Come as a teacher, sent from God,

Charged his whole counsel to declare

;

Lift o'er our ranks the prophet's rod,

While we uphold thy hands with prayer.

4. Come as a messenger of peace,

Filled with the Spirit, fired with love

!

Live to behold our large increase,

And die to meet us all above.

OttVJ. Convocation of Ministers

1. Pour out thy Spirit from on high
;

Lord ! thine assembled servants bless

;

Graces and gifts to each supply,

And clothe thy priests with righteousness.

2. Wisdom, and zeal, and faith impart,

Firmness and meekness from above,

To bear thy people on our heart,

And love the souls whom thou dost love :

3. To watch and pray, and never faint;

By day and night strict guard to keep

;

To warn the sinner, cheer the saint,

Nourish thy lambs, and feed thy sheep :

4. Then, when our work is finished here,

In humble hope our charge resign :

When the chief Shepherd shall appear

God ! may they and we be thine !

UtcI • " Kindred in Christ.

1. Kindred in Christ, for his dear sake,

A hearty welcome here receive
;

May we together now partake

The joys which only he can give.

2. May he, by whose kind care we meet,

Send his good Spirit from above,

Make our communications sweet,

And cause our hearts to burn with love.

3. Forgotten be each worldly theme,
When Christians see each other thus;

We only wish to speak of him
Who lived, and died, and reigns for us.

4. We'll talk of all he did and said,

And suffered for us here below

;

The path he marked for us to tread,

And what he's doing for us now.

5. Thus, as the moments pass away,

We'll love, and wonder, and adore

;

And hasten on the glorious day

When we shall meet to part no more.

Doxohgy.

Lord ! all Glory be to thee !

We praise the Father's majesty;

The Son, the Spirit, we adore,

Thou God Most High for evermore

!
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MEAR. C. M.
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1. Build -er of migh-ty worlds on worlds, How poor the house must be
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OTiw • Jbr Laying a Corner Stone.

2. Yet wilt thou not the work reject.

If wrought in humble part;

The heavens no more thyself contain,

Than doth the lowly heart.

3. Christ, thou art our corner-stone,

On thee our hopes are built;

Thou art our Lord, our Light, our Life,

Our Sacrifice for guilt.

L In thy blest name we gather here,

And consecrate the ground :

The walls that on this rock shall rise,

Thy praises shall resound.

5. May many a soul, from death redeemed.

In heavenly regions fair,

With joy exclaim, "I learned the path

To God and glory there."

6. Bring us where shadows fall no more,

Nor narrow walls confine

;

Thyself the everlasting light,

The all-embracing shrine.

Ut«5« ^or Dedication.

1. Another house of prayer and praise
;

Another heavenly door,

Thro' which the angels may come down
And human souls may soar.

2. Father, who art our help and hope,

Make this Thy resting place :

And oft as we assemble here,

Reveal Thy loving face.

z^r: g: 22: M~
.<zL
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3. Come, Saviour, breathe on us, and say
"Receive the Holy Ghost :"

Most needy, and unworthy we,

0, love and bless us most.

4. Come, Dove divine, and bring with thee

Some token fresh and fair

From Paradise, to make us know
Our home is ready there.

5. Sweet, then, will our communions be,

And dear our Sabbath days;

And for the house Thou gavest us

We'll give Thee constant praise.

044

•

For Dedication.

1. thou, whose own vast temple stands,

Built over earth and sea,

Accept the walls that human hands
Have raised to worship thee.

2. Lord, from thine inmost glory send,

Within these courts to bide,

The peace that dwelleth without end,

Serenely by thy side !

May erring minds that worship here

Be taught the better way
;

And they who mourn, and they who fear,

Be strengthened as they pray.

May faith grow firm, and love grow warm,
And pure devotion rise,

While round these hallowed walls the

storm

Of earth-born passion dies.
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SENTINEL. S. M, From Templi Caruiina.
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1. How beauteous are their feet

Who stand on Zion's hill

!

Who bring salvation on their tongues,

And words of peace reveal.

2. How charming is their voice

!

How sweet their tidings are !

M Zion, behold thy Saviour King

;

lie reigns and triumphs here."

3. How happy are our ears,

That hear this joyful sound!

Which kings and prophets waited for,

And sought, but never found.

4. How blessed are our eyes,

That see this heavenly light

!

Prophets and kings desired it long.

But died without the sight.

5. The watchmen join their voice,

And tuneful notes employ

;

Jerusalem breaks forth in songs,

And deserts learn the joy.

6. The Lord makes bare his arm
Through all the earth abroad

;

Let every nation now behold

Their Saviour and their God

!

O 4 C* Fiuting and Prayer for a Revival of
U^O, Rtligion.

1. Lord, thy work revive,

In Zion's gloomy hour

;

And make her dying graces live

By thy restoring power.

2. Awake thy chosen few

To fervent, earnest prayer;

Again their sacred vows renew

;

Thy blessed presence share.

3. Thy Spirit then will speak

Through lips of feeble clay,

And hearts of adamant will break

And rebels will obey.

4. Lord ! lend thy gracious ear;

Oh, listen to our cry !

Oh, come and bring salvation here !

Our hopes on thee rely.

£J /IT " Th™ shalt arise, and have mercyupon
U-db / , JSEm."

1. Lord our God ! arise

;

The cause of truth maintain
;

And wide o'er all the peopled world

Extend her blessed reign.

2. Thou Prince of life ! arise,

—

Nor let thy glories cease
;

Far spread the conquests of thy graot,

And bless the earth with peace.

3. Thou Holy Ghost ! arise,

Extend thy healing wing,

And o'er a dark and ruined world

Let light and order spring.

4. O all ye nations ! rise,

—

To God the Saviour sing

;

From shore to shore, from earth to heaven,

Let echoing anthems ring I



Likeness to Christ. Christian Unity. 205

0-4O. " Watch ye, therefore.'*

1. Ye servants of the Lord,

Each in his office wait,

Observant of his heavenly word,

And watchful at his gate.

2. Let all your lamps be bright,

And trim the golden flame

;

Gird up your loins as in his sight,

For awful is his name.

3. Watch ! 'tis your Lord's command
;

And while we speak, he's near :

Mark the first signal of his hand,

And ready all appear.

4. Oh, happy servant he

In such a posture found I

He shall his Lord with rapture see.

And be with honor crowned.

" Salvation unit God appoint for walla
and buhuarks."—Isaiah xxvi : 1— 6.649,

1. How honored is the place,

Where we adoring stand

—

Zion ! the glory of the earth,

And beauty of the land

!

2. Bulwarks of grace defend

The city where we dwell

:

The walls, of strong salvation made,
Defy th' assaults of hell.

3. Lift up the glorious gates

!

The doors wide open fling !

Enter, ye nations that obey

The statutes of the King !

4. Here taste unmingled joys,

And live in perfect peace;

You who have known Jehovah's name,
And ventured on his grace.

6. Trust in the Lord, ye saints

!

And banish all your fears :

Strength in the Lord Jehovah dwells,

Eternal as his years.

£? r\A Prayer for Likeness to Christ
U«JU. Juhnxiv:6.

1. Thou art, Christ, the Way

:

Thyself reveal to me
;

And let me humbly, day to day,

Live, move, and walk in thee.

2. Thou art the Truth divine :

Its fulness let me see

;

Believe, and find the promise mine,

—

" The Truth shall make you free."

14

[3. Thou art the Life of God

;

By thee the dying live :

In me diffuse thyself abroad,

And life eternal give.

4. Thus by thyself, the Way,
I to the Father come;

Led by the Truth, I can not stray;

The Life and I are one.

To the only wise God, our Saviour."
Jcde xxiv : 25.651,

1. To God. the only wise,

Our Saviour and our King,
Let all the saints below the skies

Their humble praises bring.

2. 'Tis his almighty love,

His counsel and his care,

Preserves us safe from sin and death,

And every hurtful snare.

3. He will present our souls.

Unblemished and complete,

Before the glory of his face,

With joys divinely great.

4. Then all the chosen seed

Shall meet around the throne,

Shall bless the conduct of his grace,

And make his wonders known.

5. To our Redeemer, God,

Wisdom and power belong,

Immortal crowns of majesty,

And everlasting son";.

Blessings of Christian Unity.
Psalm cxxxiii.652.

1. Blest are the sons of peace

Whose hearts and hopes are one;

Whose kind designs to serve and please

Through all their actions run.

2. Blest is the pious house

Where zeal and friendship meet:

Their songs of praise, ther mingled vows
Make their communion sweet.

3. From those celestial springs

Such streams of pleasure flow,

As no increase of riches brings,

Nor honor can bestow.

4. Thus on the heavenly hills

The saints are blest above

;

Where joy, like morning dew, distills,

And all the air is love

!
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siloam. c. M. I. B. WoODBCBT
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2. Lo ! such the child whose early feet

The paths of peace have trod,

Whose secret heart, with influence sweet,

Is upward drawn to God.

3. By cool Siloam's shady rill

The lily must decay

;

The rose that blooms beneath the hill,

Must shortly fade away.

4. And soon, too soon, the wintry hour
Of man's maturer age

Will shake the soul with sorrow's power,

And stormy passion's rage.

5. thou who givest life and breath,

We seek thy grace alone,

In childhood, manhood, age, and death,

To keep us still thine own.

Gek. xvii : 7.654.
1. How large the promise ! how divine

To Abr'ham and his seed :

" 111 be a God to thee and thine,

Supplying all their need."

2. The words of his extensive love

From age to age endure :

The Angel of the covenant proves,

And seals the blessings sure.

3. Jesus the ancient faith confirms,

To our great fathers given
;

He takes young children to his arms,

And calls them heirs of heaven.

4. Our God !—how faithful are his ways !

His love endures the same;
Nor from the promise of his gract

Blots out the children's name.

ODD. Matt, xix : 14.

1. See Israel's gentle Shepherd stand,

With all-engaging charms

;

Hark ! how he calls the tender lambs,

And folds them in his arms !

2. " Permit them to approach," he cries,

" Nor scorn their humble namo

;

It was to bless such souls as these

The Lord of angels came."

3. We bring them, Lord,with fervent prayer,

And yield them up to thee

;

Joyful that we ourselves are thine,

Thine let our offspring be

!

OOO. Psalm ciii : 17, 18.

1. Lord, thy covenant is sure

To all who fear thy name;
Thy mercies age on age endure,

Eternally the same.

2. In thee our fathers put their trust;

Thy ways they humbly trod

;

Honored and sacred is their dust,

And still they live to God.

3. Heirs in their faith, their hope, their

We the same path pursue
; [prayer

Entail the blessing to our heirs

;

Lord, show thy promise true.



The Lord's Supper, 207

\)0 l # Jer. xxxi : 3.

1 How sweet and awful is the place,

With Christ withiii the doors,

While everlasting love displays

The choicest of her stores !

2. While all our hearts, and all our songs,

Join to admire the feast,

Each of us cries, with thankful tongue,

—

" Lord, why was I a guest?"

3. " Why was I made to hear thy voice,

And enter while there's room,

When thousands make a wretched choice,

And rather starve than come ?
"

4. 'T was the same love that spread the feast,

That sweetly drew us in
;

Else we had still refused to taste,

And perished in our sin.

5. Pity the nations, our God !

Constrain the earth to come

:

BAPTISMAL CHANT.

Send thy victorious word abroad,

And bring the strangers home.

658.
.. If human kindness meets return,

And owns the grateful tie

;

If tender thoughts within us burn,

To feel a friend is nigh ;

—

\. Oh, shall not warmer accents tell

The gratitude we owe
To him, who died our fears to quell

—

Who bore our guilt and woe

!

(. While yet in anguish he surveyed
Those pangs he would not flee,

What love his latest words displayed,

—

" Meet and remember me

!

"

L Kemember thee—thy death, thy shame,
Our sinful hearts to share !

—

memory ! leave no other name
But his recorded there.
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1. And Jesus said, Suffer little children, and

forbid them not to
|
come unto

|
me

;

For of
|
such-isthe

|
kingdom of

|
heaven.

2 He shall feed His |
flock-like a

|
shepherd

;

He shall gather the lambs with His arm
them I in His I bosom.and carry

I will pour My Spirit upon thy seed, and
my blessing up- *| on thine

|
offspring

;

And they shall spring up as among the

grass, as
|
willows by the

|
water

|

courses.

4. Go ye, therefore, and teach all nations,

baptizing them in the name of the Fa-
ther, and of the Son, and of the

| Holy
|

Ghost;
Teaching them to observe all things what-

soever I have commanded you, and lo !

I am with you always
| even-unto the

|

end-of the
|
world. Amen.

5. Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and
to the

|
Holy

|
Ghost

;

As it was in the begining, is now, and
ever

|

shall be, (world without
|
end.||

Amen.
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barstow. L. m.
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C. M. Wtman. From thj "Triumph," by permission.
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Lord, I am thine, en- tire -ly thine, Purchased and saved by blood di-vine;
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With full con-sent I thine would be,
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And own thy sovereign right in me.

I
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DDU • Zord, 7 am 77jt'ng, entirely Thine."

1. Lord, I am thine, entirely thine,

Purchased and saved by blood divine;

With full consent I thine would l)e,

And own thy sovereign right in me.

2. Here, O my Lord, my soul, my all,

I yield to thee beyond recall;

Accept thine own,—so long withheld,

Accept what I so freely yield.

3. Grant one poor sinner more a place

Among the children of thy grace;

A wretched sinner lost to God,
But ransomed by Immanuel's blood.

4. The vow is past beyond repeal

;

Now will I set the solemn seal

,

Thine would I live, thine would I die,

Be thine through all eternity.

001. Joy of Consecration to Christ.

1. Oh, sweetly breathe the lyres above,

When angels touch the quivering string,

And wake, to chant Imrnanuel's love,

Such strains as angel-lips can sing

!

2. And sweet, on earth, the choral swell,

From mortal tongues, of gladsome lays;

When pardoned souls their raptures tell,

And, grateful, hymn Immanuel's praise.

3. Jesus, thy name our souls adore;

We own the bond that makes us thine

;

And carnal joys, that charmed before,

For thy dear sake we now resign.

4. Our hearts, by dying love subdued,
Accept thine offered grace to-day;

Beneath the cross, with blood bedewed,
We bow and give ourselves away.

5. In thee we trust—on thee rely

;

Though we are feeble, thou art strong;

Oh, keep us till our spirits fly

To join the bright, immortal throng !

UvJ/C', " Oh, happy day, thatfixed my choice."

1. On, happy day, that fixed my choice

On thee, my Saviour, and my God

!

Well may this glowing heart rejoice,

And tell its raptures all abroad.

2. Oh, happy bond, that seals my vows
To him who merits all my love !

Let cheerful anthems fill his house,

While to that sacred shrine I move.

3. 'Tis done, the great transaction's done

;

I am my Lord's, and he is mine :

He drew me, and I followed on,

Charmed to confess the voice divine.

4. Now, rest, my long-divided heart

!

Fixed on this blissful center, rest

;

With ashes who would grudge to part.

When called on angels' bread to feasc.

5. High Heaven, that heard the solemn vow,

That vow renewed shall daily hear

;

Till in life's latest hour I bow,

And bless in death a bond so dear.
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Dr. Nares.AMSTERDAM. 7s & 6s.

1. Rise,my soul, and stretch thy wings, Thy better portion trace; \
Rise from transitory things Toward heaven, thy native place: ) Sun and moon and stars decay.
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But the Christian shall enjoy

Health and beauty, soon, above,

Far beyond the world's alloy,

Secure in Jesus' love.

m
UuO, " Ipress toward the mark for the prize."

2. Rivers to the ocean run,

Nor stay in all their course

;

Fire ascending, seeks the sun,

—

Both speed them to their source

;

So a soul that's born of God,

Pants to view his glorious face,

Upward tends to his abode,

To rest in his embrace.

3. Cease, ye pilgrims ! cease to mourn,-
Press onward to the prize

;

Soon your Saviour will return

Triumphant in the skies

:

Yet a season, and you know
Happy entrance will be given,

All your sorrows left below,

And earth exchanged for heaven.

DO -i . " We all dofade as a leaf."

1. Time is winging us away
To our eternal home

;

Life is but a winter's day

—

A journey to the tomb
;

Youth and vigor soon will flee,

Blooming beauty lose its charms

;

All that's mortal soon shall be

Enclosed in death's cold arms.

2. Time is winging us away
To our eternal home

;

LiTa is but a winter's day

—

A journey to the tomb

;

My peace Igive unto you?665.

1. Lamb of God ! whose bleeding love

We now recall to mind,

Send the answer from above,

And let us mercy find
;

Think on us, who think on thee;

Every burdened soul release
;

Oh, remember Calvary,

And bid us go in peace

!

2. By thine agonizing pain,

And bloody sweat, we pray

—

By thy dying love to man,
Take all our sins away :

Burst our bonds and set us free,

From our crime and guilt release

;

Oil, remember Calvary,

And bid us go in peace

Through thy blood, by faith applied,

Do thou our pardon seal;

Speak us freely justified,

Our wounded spirits heal;

By thy passion on the tree,

Let our griefs and troubles cease
;

Ob, remember Calvary,

And bid us go in peace

!
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MORNING STAR. 7s. Double. Dr. L. Maso.y.

Watchman, tell us of the night,"What its signs of promise are. Traveler, o'er yon mountain's
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f\f\f\ " WoldtaMHi, wfiai o/M<» night."
UUU- Isaiah xxi : 11.

1. Watchman, tell us of the nii^ht,

What its signs of promise are.

Traveler o'er yon mountain's height,

See that glory-beaming star !

2. Watchman, does its beauteous ray

Aught of joy or hope foretell?

Traveler, yes : it brings the day,

Promised day of Israel.

3. Watchman, tell us of the night:

Higher yet that star ascends.

Traveler, blessedness and light,

Peace and truth, its course portends.

4. Watchman, will its beams alone

Gild the spot that gave them birth ?

Traveler, ages are its own :

See ! it bursts o'er all the earth !

5. Watchman, tell us of the night,

For the morning seems to dawn.
Traveler, darkness takes its flight,

Doubt and terror are withdrawn.

6 Watchman, let thy wanderings cease;

Hie thee to thy quiet home.
Traveler, lo ! the Prince of Peace,

Lo ! the Son of God is come !

667.
1. Holy Spirit! Lord of Light

!

From thy clear celestial height,

Come, thou Light of all that live !

Thy pure beaming radiance give !

2. Come, thou Father of the poor

!

Come with treasures which endure

;

Thou, of all consolers best,

Visiting the troubled breast.

3. Thou in toil art comfort sweet;

Pleasant coolness in the heat

;

Solace in the midst of woe;
Dost refreshing peace bestow.

4. Light immortal ! light divine !

Visit thou these hearts of thine

;

If thou take thy grace away,

Nothing pure in man will stay.

5. Heal our wounds—our strength renew

;

On our dryness pour thy dew

;

Wash the stains of guilt away

;

Guide the steps that go astray.

6. Give us comfort when we die

;

Give us life with thee on high

;

In thy seven-fold gifts descend;

Give us joys which never end.
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r^f\ft &>n/icfcnce in God's Care.
UUO, Psalm xxiii.

1. To thy pastures fair and large,

Heavenly Shepherd, lead thy charge;

And my couch, with tenderest care,

'Mid the springing grass prepare.

2. When I faint with summer's heat,

Thou shalt guide my weary feet

To the streams that, still and slow,

Through the verdant meadows flow.

3. Safe the dreary vale I tread,

By the shades of death o'erspread,

"With thy rod and staff supplied

—

This my guard, and that my guide.

4. Constant to my latest end,

Thou my footsteps shall attend
;

Thou shalt bid thy hallowed dome
Yield me an eternal home.

£*£*Q " Thy people shall be my people and thy
UUt/, God my God."

1. People of the living God,

I have sought the world around,

Paths of sin and sorrow trod,

Peace and comfort nowhere found.

2. Now to you my spirit turns

—

Turns, a fugitive unblest;

Brethren ! where your altar burns,

Oh, receive me into rest

!

3. Lonely I no longer roam,

Like the cloud, the wind, the wave

:

Where you dwell shall be my home,
Where you die shall be my grave

;

4. Mine the God whom you adore,

Your Redeemer shall be mine

;

Earth can fill my soul no more,

Every idol I resign.

u7U. Acts x: 33.

1. Stealing from the world away,

We are come to seek thy face

;

Kindly meet us, Lord, we pray,

Grant us thy reviving grace.

2. Yonder stars that gild the sky

Shine but with a borrowed light;

We, unless thy light be nigh,

Wander, wrapped in gloomy night.

3. Sun of righteousness ! dispel

All our darkness, doubts, and fears;

May thy light within us dwell,

Till eternal day appears.

4. Warm our hearts in prayer and praise,

Lift our every thought above;

Hear the grateful songs we raise,

Fill us with thy perfect love.

671 • " I lay down my life for the Sheep J

1. Shepherd of the ransomed flock,

Lead us to the shadowing rock.

Where the cooling waters flow,

Where the freshening pastures grow.

2. Grant, Lord, that we may be
Ever glad to follow thee

;

And with thankful hearts rejoice,

When we hear thy gracious voice.

3. Saviour, when thy loved ones stray

From the new and living way,
Gently call thine own by name

;

All our wand'ring steps reclaim.

4. Through the hours of darksome night
Keep us in thy watchful sight;

O'er each deadly foe prevail,

Let no harm thy fold assail.

5. Jesus, who thy life didst give,

Dying that thy sheep might live

;

Let us in thy presence rest,

With eternal comfort blest.

07^ # My Bible.

1. Holy Bible ! book divine !

Precious treasure ! thou art mine :

Mine to tell me whence I came

;

Mine to tell me what I am

;

2. Mine to chide me when I rove

;

Mine to show a Saviour's love;

Mine thou art to guide and guard;
Mine to punish or reward

;

3. Mine to comfort in distress,

If the Holy Spirit bless;

Mine to show, by living faith,

Man can triumph over death

;

4. Mine to tell of joys to come,

And the rebel sinner's doom :

thou holy book divine !

Precious treasure, thou art mine !

U/d. Acts iv : 19, 20.

1. They are slaves who will not choose

Hatred, scoffing, and abuse,

Rather than, in silence shrink

From the truth they needs must think.

2. They are slaves, who fear to speak

For the fallen and the weak;

They are slaves, who dare not be

In the right with two or three.
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MISSIONARY CHANT. L. M. Zeuwer.

IWH^ I -JJhUJ^IJJ.LJJju
Soon may the last glad song a - rise Thro' all the millions of the skies

^iz P2=
-«—iS—iS-

T- t=- fe=H

*l*WU^JJ |,JT77HJ Ji-Wl7
That song of triumph which records That all the earth is now the Lord's.

D I Ht9 TJie Song of Triumph.

1. Soon may the last glad song arise

Through all the millions of the skies

—

That song of triumph which records

That all the earth is now the Lord's

!

2. Let thrones and powers and kingdoms be

Obedient, mighty God, to thee !

And over land, and stream, and main,

Wave thou the scepter of thy reign !

3. Oh, let that glorious anthem swell,

Let host to host the triumph tell,

That not one rebel heart remains,

But over all the Saviour reigns I

O / O* Go ye into all the world.

1. Ye Christian heralds ! go, proclaim

Salvation through Immanuel's name;
To distant climes the tidings bear,

And plant the rose of Sharon there.

2. He'll shield you with a wall of fire,

With flaming zeal your breasts inspire,

Bid raging winds their fury cease,

And hush the tempest into peace.

3. And when our labors all are o'er,

Then we shall meet to part no more,

—

Meet with the blood-bought throng,tofall,

And crown our Jesus—Lord of all

!

DID* Psalm lxxii.

1. Jesus shall reign where'er the sun

Does his successive journeys run
;

His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,

Till moons shall wax and wane no more.

2. For him shall endless prayer be made,
And praises throng to crown his head

;

His name, like sweet perfume, shall rise

With every morning sacrifice.

3. People and realms of every tongue
Dwell on his love with sweetest song

;

And infant voices shall proclaim

Their early blessings on his name.

4. Blessings abound where'er he reigns,

The prisoner leaps to loose his chains .

The weary find eternal rest,

And all the sons of want are blest.

5. Let every creature rise, and bring
Peculiar honors to our King :

Angels descend with songs again,

And earth repeat the long amen.

'All Nations shall Praise Thee."677.

1. Though now the nations sit beneath
The darkness of o'erspreading death,

God will arise with light divine,

On Zion's holy towers to shine.

2. That light shall shine on distant lands,

And wandering tribes, in joyful bands,

Shall come, thy glory, Lord, to see,

And in thy courts to worship thee.

3. light of Zion, now arise

!

Let the glad morning bless our eyes !

Ye nations, catch the kindling ray,

And hail the splendors of the day.
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8s, 7s & 4s. Dr. Hastings.

1. On the mountain's top ap-pear-ing, Lo! the sac-red herald stands,

~
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u7o» Isaiah lii: 7.

2. Has thy night been long and mournful?
Have thy friends unfaithful proved ?

Have thy foes been proud and scornful,

By thy sighs and tears unmoved ?

Cease thy mourning;
Zion still is well beloved.

3. God, thy God, will now restore thee;

He himself appears thy friend

;

All thy foes shall flee before thee

;

Here their boasts and triumphs end :

Great deliverance

Zion's King will surely send.

4. Peace and joy shall now attend thee

;

All thy warfare now is past

;

God thy Saviour will defend thee

;

Victory is thine at last;

All thy conflicts

End in everlasting rest.

/ t7. Psalm cxxt: 2.

1. Zion stands with hills surrounded,

—

Zion kept by power divine
;

All her foes shall be confounded,

Though the world in arms combine

;

Happy Zion,

What a favored lot is thine !

2. Every human tie may perish

;

Friend to friend unfaithful prove
;

Mothers cease their own to cherish

;

Heaven and earth at last remove

:

But no changes

Can attend Jehovah's love.

In the furnace God may prove thee,

Thence to brine: thee forth more bright,

But can never cease to love thee
;

Thou art precious in his sight;

God is with thee,

—

God, thine everlasting light.

OU • The Fountain of Salvation.

1. See, from Zion's sacred mountain,
Streams of living water flow

;

God has opened there a fountain

That supplies the world below !

They are blessed

Who its sovereign virtues know.

2. Through ten thousand channels flowing,
Streams of mercy find their way;

Life and health and joy bestowing,
Waking beauty from decay :

ye nations,

Hail the long-expected day.

3. Gladdened by the flowing treasure,

All-enriching as it goes,

Lo ! the desert smiles with pleasure,

Buds and blossoms as the rose

:

Lo, the desert

Sings for joy where'er it flows.
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MISSIONARY HYMN. 7s & 6s. Double.
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DO 1 • " Waft, waft, ye winds, his story."

2. What though the spicy breezes

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle
;

Though every prospect pleases,

And only man is vile;

In vain with lavish kindness

The gifts of God are strown

;

The heathen in his blindness,

Bows dowp to wood and stone

!

3. Shall we. whose souls are lighted

"With wisdom from on high,

—

Shall we to men benighted

The lamp of life deny ?

Salvation, oh, salvation !

The joyful sound proclaim,

Till each remotest nation

Has learned Messiah's name.

4. Waft, waft, ye winds, bis story,

And you, ye waters, roll,

Till, like a sea of glory,

It spreads from pole to pole;

Till o'er our ransomed nature

The Lamb for sinners slain,

Redeemer, King. Creator,

In bliss returns to reign !

DoZ, Isaiah lxvi : 8.

1. The morning light is breaking;
The darkness disappears

;

The sons of earth are waking
To penitential tears;

Each breeze that sweeps the ocean
Brings tidings from afar,

Of nations in commotion,

Prepared for Zion's war.

2. See heathen nations bending
Before the God we love,

And thousand hearts ascending

In gratitude above

;

While sinners, now confessing,

The gospel call obey,

And seek the Saviour's blessing,—

A nation in a day.

3. Blest river of salvation !

Pursue thine onward way;
Flow thou to every nation,

Xor in thy richness stay

:

Stay not till all the lowly

Triumphant reach their home :

Stay not till all the holy

Proclaim—" The Lord is come I"
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683. Four Mission.

1. Hark ! the voice of Jesus, crying,

Who will go and work to-day ?

Fields are white, and harvests waiting,

Who will bear the sheaves away ?

Loud and long the Master calleth,

Rich reward he offers free
;

Who will answer, gladly saying,

" Here am I, send me, send me V*

2. If you cannot cross the ocean,

And the heathen lands explore,

You can find the heathen nearer,

You can help them at your door :

If you cannot give your thousands,

You can give the widow's mite
;

And the least you give for Jesus

Will be precious in his sight.

3. If you cannot speak like angels,

If you cannot preach like Paul,

You can tell the love of Jesus,

You can say he died for all

;

If you cannot rouse the wicked

With the judgment's dread alarms,

You can lead the little children

To the Saviour's waiting arms.

4. Let none hear you idly saying,

" There is nothing I can do/'

While the souls of men are dying,

And the Master calls for you

:

Take the task he gives you gladly,

Let his work your pleasure be

;

Answer quickly when he calleth,

" Here am I, send me, send me.'
!

684 Brief Ascription of Praise.

Worship, honor, glory, blessing,

Lord, we offer to thy name;
Young and old their thanks expressing

Join thy goodness to proclaim :

As the hosts of heaven adore thee

We, too, bow before thy throne

;

As the angels serve before thee,

So on earth thy will be done

685. Refornu

I.We are living, we are dwelling,

In a grand and awful time,

In an age on ages telling

—

To be living is sublime !

Hark ! the waking up of nations,

Gog and Magog to the fray !

Hark ! what soundeth ? is creation

Groaning for its latter day !

2. Worlds are charging, heaven beholding,

Thou hast but an hour to fight;

Now the blazoned cross unfolding,

On—right onward, for the right

!

On ! let all the soul within you
For the truth's sake go abroad !

Strike ! let every nerve and sinew

Tell on ages—tell for God !
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AN7EEN. L. M. I»r. L. Mason.
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" -4">afce / pu* on thy strength, Zion."

000. Isaiah lii. 1.

1. Triumphant Zion ! lift thy head

From dust and darkness and the dead

;

Though humbled long, awake at length,

And gird thee with thy Saviour's

strength.

2. Put all thy beauteous garments on,

And let thy various charms be known;
Then, decked in robes of righteousness,

The world thy glories shall confess.

3. No more shall foes unclean invade,

And fill thy hallowed walls with dread,

No more shall hell's insulting host

Their vict'ry and thy sorrows boast.

4. God, from on high, thy groans will hear;

His hand thy ruins shall repair

:

Nor will thy watchful Monarch cease

To guard thee in eternal peace.

£*QH "Up to the Hills I lift mine Eyes."

DO/, PtALM CXXi.

1. Up to the hills I lift mine eyes,

Th' eternal hills beyond the skies

;

Thence all her help my soul derives,

There my almighty Refuge lives.

2. He lives—the everlasting God [flood

;

That built the world, that spread the

The heav'ns with all their hosts he made,

And the dark regions of the dead.

3. He guides our feet, he guards our way

;

His morning smiles bless all the day

:

He spreads the evening vail, and keeps

The silent hours, while Israel sleeps.

4. Israel, a name divinely blest,

May rise secure, securely rest

;

Thy holy Guardian's wakeful eyes

Admit no slumber, nor surprise.

UbO. Psalm lxxii.

1. Great God, whose universal sway
The known and unknown worlds obey,

Now give the kingdom to thy Son,

Extend his power, exalt his throne.

2. Thy scepter well becomes his hands,

All heaven submits to his commands;
His justice shall avenge the poor,

And pride and rage prevail no more.

3. With power he vindicates the just,

And treads th' oppressor in the dust;

His worship and his fear shall last,

Till hours, and years, and time be past.

4. The heathen lands that lie beneath

The shades of overspreading death,

Revive at his first dawning light,

And deserts blossom at the sight.

5. The saints shall flourish in his days,

Dressed in the robes of joy and praise

;

Peace, like a river from his throne,

Shall flow to nations yet unknown.

Duly. " The World shall hear thy Voice."

1. Sovereign of worlds ! display thy power;

Be this thy Zion's favored hour

:

Bid the bright Morning Star arise,

And point the nations to the skies.

2. Set up thy throne where Satan reigns—

On Afric's shore, on India's plains,

On wilds and continents unknown

—

And make the nations all thine own.

3. Speak! and the world shall hear thy

voice

;

Speak ! and the desert shall rejoice :

Scatter the gloom of heathen night,

And bid all nations hail the light.
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While. 1 live will Ipraise the Lord.'
Psalm cxlvi.690.

1. Praise ye the Lord ! my heart shall join,

In work so pleasant, so divine

;

My days of praise shall ne'er be passed,

While life, and thought, and being last.

2. Happy the man, whose hopes rely

On Israel's God : he made the sky,

And earth, and seas, with all their train

;

And none shall find his promise vain.

3. His truth forever stands secure

;

He saves th' oppressed, he feeds the poor;

He helps the stranger in distress,

The widow and the fatherless.

4. He loves his saints, he knows them well,

But turns the wicked down to hell

:

Thy God, Zion, ever reigns;

Praise him in everlasting strains

!

U«_/JL» New Tear.

1. Great God, we sing that mighty hand,
By which supported still we stand

;

The opening year thy mercy shows;
Let mercy crown it till it close.

2. By day, by night—at home, abroad,

Still we are guarded by our God

;

By his incessant bounty fed,

By his unerring counsel led.

3. With grateful hearts the past we own;
The future—all to us unkown

—

We to thy guardian care commit,

And peaceful leave before thy feet.

4. In scenes exalted or depressed,

Be thou our joy, and thou our rest;

Thy goodness all our hopes shall raise,

Adored, through all our changing days.

5. When death shall close our earthly songs,

And seal, in silence, mortal tongues,

Our Helper, God, in whom we trust,

Shall keep our souls and guard our dust.

Dt/Z, " And dying is but going home.
1"

1. Now let our souls, on wings sublime,

Rise from the vanities of time,

Draw back the parting vail, and see

The glories of eternity.

2. Born by a new, celestial birth,

Why should we grovel here on earth ?

Why grasp at vain and fleeting toys,

So near to heaven's eternal joys ?

3. Shall aught beguile us on the road,

While we are walking back to God ?

For strangers into life we come,

And dying is but going home.

4. Welcome sweet hour of full discharge,

That sets our longing souls at large,

Unbinds our chains, breaks up our cell,

And gives us with our God to dwell.

5. To dwell with God, to feel his love,

Is the full heaven enjoyed above

;

And the sweet expectation now
Is the young dawn of heaven below.

Oc/0» Seamen.

1. While o'er the deep thy servants sail,

Send thou, Lord, the prosperous gale

;

And on their hearts where'er they go,

Oh, let thy heavenly breezes blow

!

2. If on the morning's wings they fly,

They will not pass beyond thine eye

;

The wanderer's prayer thou bend'st to

hear,

And faith exults to know thee near.

3. When tempests rock the groaning bark,

Oh, hide them safe in Jesus' ark

!

When in the tempting port they ride,

Oh, keep them safe at Jesus' side !

4. If life's wide ocean smile or roar,

Still guide them to the heavenly shore

;

And grant their dust in Christ may sleep,

Abroad, at home, or in the deep.

694.

1. Oh, for a sight, a pleasing sight,

Of our almighty Father's throne !

There sits ourSaviour,crowned with light,

Clothed in a body like our own.

2. Adoring saints around him stand,

And thrones and powers before him fall

;

The God shines gracious thro' the Man,
And sheds sweet glories on them all.

3. Oh, what amazing joys they feel,

While to their goiuen harps they sing,

And sit on every heavenly hill,

And spread the triumphs of their King

!

4. When shall the day, dear Lord, appear,

That I shall mount, to dwell above
;

And stand, and bow, and worship there,

And view thy face, and sing, and love ?
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" I7k (t'me to favor her is come.

Psalm cii.695.

1. Let Zion and her sons rejoice

—

Behold the promised hour !

Her God hath heard her mourning voice

And comes t' exalt his power.

2. He sits a sovereign on his throne,

"With pity in his eyes

;

He hears the dying prisoners' groan,

And sees their sighs arise.

3. He frees the soul condemned to death,

Nor, when his saints complain,

Shall it be said that praying breath

Was ever spent in vain.

•4. This shall be known when we are dead,

And left on long record,

That nations yet unborn may read,

And trust and praise the Lord.

Spirit of Power and Might.696,

1. Spirit of power and might, behold

A world by sin destroyed !

Creator Spirit, as of old,

Move on the formless void.

2. Give thou the word : the healing sound
Shall quell the deadly strife.

And earth again, like Eden crowned,

Produce the tree of life.

3. If sang the morning stars for joy

When nature rose to view,

What strains will angel harps employ

When thou shalt all renew !

4. And if the sons of God rejoice

To hear a Saviour's name,
How will the ransomed raise their voice,

To whom that Saviour came !

5. Lo ! every kindred, tongue, and tribe,

Assembling round the throne,

The new creation shall ascribe

To sovereign love alone.

Die Cloud of Witnesses.697.

1. Give me the wings of faith, to rise

Within the vail, and see

The saints above—how great their joys,

How bright their glories be !

2. Once they were mourning here below,

And wet their couch with tears;

They wrestled hard, as we do now,

With sins, and doubts, and fears.

3. 1 ask them whence their victory came

;

They, with united breath,

Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb,
Their triumph to his death.

4 They marked the footsteps that he trod>

His zeal inspired their breast

;

And following their incarnate God,

Possess the promised rest.

5. Our glorious Leader claims our praise

For his own pattern given,

While the long cloud of witnesses

Show the same path to heaven.
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DcfO, jpien shall 1 see my Father's face P
1. Ox Jordan's stormy banks I stand,

And cast a wishful eye

To Canaan's fair and happy land,

"Where my possessions lie.

2. Oh, the transporting, rapturous scene,

That rises to my sight

!

Sweet fields arrayed in living green,

And rivers of delight

!

3. O'er all those wide extended plains

Shines one eternal day
;

There God, the Sun, forever reigns,

And scatters night away.

4. No chilling winds, no poisonous breath

Can reach that healthful shore

;

Sickness and sorrow, pain and death

Are felt and feared no more.

5. When shall I reach that happy place,

And be forever blest ?

When shall I see my Father's face,

And in his bosom rest ?

6. Filled with delight my raptured soul

Can here no longer stay

;

Though Jordan's waves around me roll,

Fearless I'd launch away.

0t7 «7 . " Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood."

1. There is a land of pure delight,

Where saints immortal reign
;

Infinite day excludes the night,

And pleasures banish pain.

2. There everlasting spring abides,

And never withering flowers :

Death, like a narrow sea, divides

This heavenly land from ours.

3. Sweet fields, beyond the swelling flood,

Stand dressed in living green
;

So to the Jews old Canaan stood,

While Jordan rolled between.

4. But timorous mortals start and shrink,

To cross this narrow sea;

And linger, shivering, on the brink.

And fear to launch away.

5. Oh, could we make our doubts remove,

Those gloomy doubts that rise,

And see the Canaan that we love

With unbeclouded eyes!

—

C. Could we but climb where Moses stood,;

And view the landscape o'er,

Xot Jordan's stream.nor death's cold flood

Should fright us from the shore.

ixjyj. The New Jerusalem.

1. Jerusalem ! my happy home !

Xame ever dear to me !

When shall my labors have an end,

In joy, and peace, and thee?

2. Oh. when, thou city of my God,
Shall I thy courts ascend,

Where evermore the angels sing,

Where Sabbaths have no end ?

3. There happier bowers.than Eden's bloom,

Xor sin nor sorrow know; [scenes,

Blest seats ! through rude and stormy
I onward press to you.

4. Why should I shrink at pain and woe ?

Or feel at death dismay ?

I've Canaan's goodly land in view,

And realms of endless day.

5. Jerusalem, my glorious home !

My soul still pants for thee
;

Then shall my labors have an end,

When I thy joys shall see.

Tfl 1 "1 saw a new -3<?aren and a new Earth."
I UI. Bet. xxi :l-o.

1. Lo ! what a glorious sight appears

To our believing eyes !

The earth and seas are passed away,
And the old rolling skies.

2. From the third heaven, where God re-

sides.

That holy, happy place,

The Xew Jerusalem comes down,
Adorned with shining grace.

3. Attending Angels shout for joy,

And the bright armies sing :

" Mortals ! behold the sacred seat

Of your descending King.

4. " The God of glory down to men
Removes his blest abode,

—

Men the dear objects of his grace.

And he the loving God.

5. " His own soft hands shall wipe the tears

From every weeping eye

:

And pains, and groans, and griefs, and
fears,

And death itself shall die."

6. How long, dear Saviour ! oh, how long

Shall this bright hour delay?

Fly swifter round, ye wheels of time,

And bring the welcome day

!
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SHINING SHORE. P. M.
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Those hours oftoil and danger : For 0,we stand onJordan's strand,Our friends are passing over ; And

We may almost discover 1

702.
1. My days are gliding swiftly by,

And I, a pilgrim stranger,

Would not detain them as they fly,

Those hours of toil and dager.

For oh, we stand, etc.

2. "We'll gird our loins, my brethren dear,

Our heavenly home discerning;

Our absent Lord has left us word,

Let every lamp be burning.

For oh, we stand, etc.

Should coming days be cold and dark,

We need not cease our singing
;

That perfect rest naught can molest,

Where golden harps are ringing.

For oh, we stand, etc.

Let sorrow's rudest tempest blow,

Each chord on earth to sever

;

Our King says, Come, and there is our

home,
Forever, oh, forever

!

For oh, we stand, etc.
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have an end? Thy joys when shall I see? Thy joys when shall I see?

7Ud» Eev. xxi;10.

1. mother dear, Jerusalem,

When shall I come to thee ?

When shall my sorrows have an end?
Thy joys when shall I see ?

2. happy harbor of God's saints !

sweet and pleasant soil

!

In thee no sorrow can be found,

Nor grief, nor care, nor toil.

13. No dimly cloud o'ershadows thee,

Nor gloom, nor darksome night;

But every soul shines as the sun,

For God himself gives light.

4. Thy walls are made of precious stone.

Thy bulwarks diamond-square,

Thy gates are all of orient pearl,

—

God I if I were there !
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REST FOR THE WEARY. 8s & 7s. Dadmcx.
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704. Heb. iv : 9.

1. In the Christian's home in glory

There remains a land of rest,

There my Saviour's gone before me,

To fulfill my soul's request.

There is rest, etc.

2. He is fitting up my mansion,

Which eternally shall stand

;

For my stay shall not be transient

In that holy, happy land.

There is rest, etc.

15

3. Death itself shall then be vanquished.
And his sting shall be withdrawn ;.

Shout for gladness, ye ransomed !•

Hail with joy the rising morn.
There is rest, etc.

4. Sing, oh, sing, ye heirs of glory

!

Shout your triumphs as you go

;

Zion's gates will open for you,

You shall find an entrance through.

There is rest, etc.



BEAUTIFUL ZION. Wm. H. Bradbirt.
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1. Beautiful Zion built above,

Beautiful city that I love,

Beautiful gates of pearly white,

Beautiful temple—God its light
;

He who was slain on Calvary,

Opens those pearly gates to me.

2. Beautiful heaven, where all is light,

Beautiful angels, clothed in white,

Beautiful strains that never tire,

Beautiful harps through all the choir;

There shall I join the chorus sweet,

Worshiping at the Saviour's feet

BEAUTIFUL RIVER.

3. Beautiful crowns on every brow,
Beautiful palms the conquerors show,
Beautiful robes the rausomed wear,
Beautiful all who enter there

:

Thither I press with eager feet,

There shall my rest be long and sweet.

4. Beautiful throne of Christ our Kinsr,

Beautiful songs the angels sing,

Beautiful rest, all wanderings cease,

Beautiful home of perfect peace;
There shall my eyes the Saviour see

;

Haste to this heavenly home with me

!
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1. Shall we gather at the river

Where bright angel feet have trod

;

With its crystal tide forever

Flowing by the throne of God ?

Yes, we'll gather at the river,

The beautiful, the beautiful river

—

Gather with the saints at the river,

That flows by the throne of God.

tep» r

On the margin of the river,

Washing up its silver spray.

We will walk and worship ever.

All the happy golden day;

Yes, we'll gather, etc.

Ere we reach the shining river,

Lay we every burden down

;

Grace our spirits will deliver,

And provide a robe and crown.

Yes, we'll gather, etc.
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4. At the smiling of the river,

Mirror of the Sa\ iour's face,

Saints whom death will never sever,

Lift their songs of saving grace.

Yes, we'll gather, etc.

5. Soon we'll reach the silver river,

Soon our pilgrimage will cease

;

Soon our happy hearts will quiver

With the melody of peace.

Yes, we'll gather, etc.

A THOUSAND YEARS.
Maestoso.

H. C Work, by permission.

Life up your head, ae-spond-ing Chris-tian, Fling to the winds your need-less fears;
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'Tis the glad morn, whose fade-less glo - ry, Proph-ets and bards so long fore

707.
"And they lived and reigned with Christ

a thousand years."—Ret. xx : 4.

1. Lift up your head, desponding Christian,

Fling to the winds your needless fears

;

Zion's bright King, your Guide and

Saviour,

Says you shall reign a thousand years.

A thousand years, my own beloved !

'Tis the bright day from heaven

unroll'd

;

'Tis the glad morn, whose fadeless

glory,

Prophets and bards so long fore-

told.

2. What if the clouds, one little moment.
Hide the sweet light where morn

appears ?

Bright is the day, where Christ in glory,

Says you shall reign a thousand years.

A thousand years, etc.

Strong are the foes thy path surrounding,

Scorning alike thy prayers and tears

;

Sweet is the voice of Him whose promise

Says you shall reign a thousand years.

A thousand years, etc.

A thousand years ! day of glory !

'Tis the bright star when morn appears

;

The herald dawn of blissful ages,

And every day a thousand years.

A thousand years, etc.
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HARDY. C. M. Sabbath Tune Book."

There is an hour of peaceful rest, To mourning wand'rers given ; There is a tear for

A balm for every wounded breast : 'Tis found above-
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souls distressed
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708. Home for the Weary.

1. There is an hour of peaceful rest,

To mourning wanderers given;

There is a tear for souls distressed,

A balm for every wounded breast:

'Tis found above—in heaven.

2. There is a home for weary souls,

By sin and sorrow driven,

—

When tossed on life's tempestuous shoals,

Where storms arise, and ocean rolls,

And all is drear—but heaven.

3. There faith lifts up her cheerful eye

To brighter prospects given;

And views the tempest passing by,

The evening shadows quickly fly,

And all serene—in heaven.

4. There fragrant flowers immortal bloom,

And joys supreme are given;

There rays divine disperse the gloom;

Beyond the confines of the tomb
Appears the dawn of heaven

!

/Uy. Faith's Vision.

1. 1 do not see, Saviour dear,

As they of old did see,

Thy loving glance, and pitying tear,

Thy sweet benignity.

2. I do not hear, as they did hear,

Thy calm, majestic voice,

In soothing tones, in words of cheer,

Bid sorrow's heart rejoice.

3. But in the dimness of my sight,

The eye of faith is clear,

And in the realm of fadeless light

I see that vision dear.

4. And 'mid earth's discord and its din,

The voice which calmed the sea,

In whispered tones, I hear within

:

" My peace I give to thee 1"

/ 1' J. "Ye are all one in Christ Jesus."

1. Let saints below in concert sing

With those to glory gone

:

For all the servants of our King,
In earth and heaven, are one.

2. One family—we dwell in him

—

One church above, beneath,

Though now divided by the stream

—

The narrow stream of death;

3. One army of the living God,
To his command we bow;

Part of the host have crossed the flood,

And part are crossing now.

4. Ev'n now to their eternal home
Some happy spirits fly

;

And we are to the margin come,

And soon expect to die.

5. Ev'n now, by faith, we join our hands

With those that went before,

And greet the ransomed blessed bands

Upon th' eternal shore.

6. Lord Jesus! be our constant guide;

And, when the word is given,

Bid death's cold flood its waves divide,

And land us safe in heaven.
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HOME ABOVE. Mrs. T. J. Cook.
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/ll. Beautiful Homt above.

1. 0, HOW my spirit longs for thee,

Beautiful home above,

Where I may rest from sorrow free,

Beautiful home above

;

Within the golden gates of light,

Arrayed in garments pure and white,

I'll walk with angels fair and bright,

In my home above.

Beautiful home, etc.

2. To reach thee safe I daily pray, /

Beautiful home above,

And travel in the toilsome way,

Beautiful home above

;

My weary feet are bruised and sore,

But Jesus' feet were bruised before,

To bring me to the open door,

Of my beautiful home.
Beautiful home, etc.

3. Thy shining walls by faith I see,

Beautiful home above,

The mansions fair prepared for me,
Beautiful home above;

0, let me keep my longing eyes

Intently fixed upon the prize,

Till angels bear me to the skies,

In my home above.

Beautiful home, etc.
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REST. L. M.
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" Asleep in Jesus.."

1. Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep !

From which none ever wake to weep;

A calm and undisturbed repose,

Unbroken by the last of foes.

2. Asleep in Jesus ! oh, how sweet

To be for such a slumber meet

!

With holy confidence to sing

That death hath lost its venomed sting

3. Asleep in Jesus ! peaceful rest

!

Whose waking is supremely blest

;

No fear, no woe, shall dim that hour

Which manifests the Saviour's power.

4. Asleep in Jesus ! oh, for me
May such a blissful refuge be

!

Securely shall my ashes lie,

And wait the summons from on high.

; Blessed—who die in the Lord."
Rev. xiv . 13.713.

1. How blest the righteous when he dies !

When sinks a weary soul to rest

!

How mildly beam the closing eyes

!

How gently heaves th' expiring breast

!

2. So fades a summer cloud away

;

So sinks the gale when storms are o'er;

So gently shuts the eye of day;

So dies a wave along the shore.

3. A holy quiet reigns around,

A calm which life nor death destroys

;

And naught disturbs that peace profouud

Which his unfettered soul enjoys.

4. Farewell, conflicting hopes and fears,

Where lights and shades alternate

dwell;

How bright th'unchangingmorn appears!

Farewell, inconstant world, farewell

!

5. Life's labor done, as sinks the clay,

Light from its load the spirit flies,

While heaven and earth combine to say,

" How blest the righteous when he
dies

!"

I 1 a • " So He giveth his beloved sleep."

1. Why should we start, and fear to die !

What timorous worms we mortals are

!

Death is the gate of endless joy,

And yet we dread to enter there.

2. The pains, the groans, and dying strife

Fright our approaching souls away

;

We still shrink back again to life,

Fond of our prison and our clay.

3. Oh, if my Lord would come and meet,

My soul should stretch her wings in

haste,

Fly fearless through death's iron gate,

Nor feel the terrors as she passed 1

4. Jesus can make a dying bed
Feel soft as downy pillows are,

While on his breast I lean my head,

And breathe my life out sweetly there;

Doxology.

Glory to thee, God, most high

!

Father, we praise thy majesty!

The Son, the Spirit, we adore,

One Godhead blest for evermore

!
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Be with thee where thou art.715.

1. Be with thee, Jesus, where thou art,

And drink my fill of heavenly love,

Lean my poor head upon thy heart,

With that dear visage marred above ?

2. Wilt hide me in thy riven side,

Close to thy wounded, human heart;

And there, where sin cannot divide,

Shall I be with thee where thou art ?

3. With thee, with thee, Blessed One,

Have an unbroken, sweet repose;

As when through storms a bark has won
The haven where no tempest blows ?

4. With thee at rest, with thee alone ?

How can my soul so tranquil be ?

The very word is bliss unknown;
With thee, Lord, aud thou with me !

I ID. Eccles. xii ; 7.

1. Unvail thy bosom, faithful tomb!

Take this new treasure to thy trust

:

And give these sacred relics room

To slumber in the silent dust.

2. Nor pain, nor grief, nor anxious fear,

Invade thy bounds; no mortal woes

Can reach the peaceful sleeper here,

While angels watch the soft repose.

3. So Jesus slept ; God's dying Sou
Passed thro' the grave and blessed the bed:

Rest here, blest saint, till from his throne

The morning break, and pierce the shade.

4. Break from his throne, illustrious morn !

Attend, earth ! his sovereign word :

Restore thy trust : a glorious form
Shall then ascend to meet the Lord !

FREDERICK. lis. Geo. Kinsslet.
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717.
I would not live alway."

Job vii. 16.

1. 1 would not live alway : I ask not to stay

Where storm after storm rises dark o'er the way

;

The few lurid mornings that dawn on us here

Are enough for life's woes, full enough for its cheer.

2. 1 would not live alway : no, welcome the tomb !

Since Jesus hath lain there, I dread not its gloom;
There sweet be my rest, till he bid me arise

To hail him in triumph descending the skies.

3. Who, who would live alway, away from his Grod,

Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode,

Where the rivers of pleasure flow o'er the bright plains,

And the noontide of glory eternally reigns;

4. Where the saints of all ages in harmony meet,

Their Saviour and brethren transported to greet;

While the anthems of rapture unceasingly roll,

And the smile of the Lord is the feast of the soul

!
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SwAX.

1. Why do we mcurn de - part- iug friends, Or shake at death's a-larms?
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" Having a desire to depart, and

to be with Christ.718.
2. Are we not tending upward, too,

As fast as time can move ?

Nor would we wish the hours more slow

To keep us from our love.

3. Why should we tremble to convey
Their bodies to the tomb ?

There the dear flesh of Jesus lay,

There hopes unfading bloom.

4. The graves of all his saints be blessed.

And softened every bed
;

Where should the dying members rest,

But with the dying Head ?

5. Thence he arose, ascending high,

And showed our feet the way

;

Up to the Lord our souls shall fly,

At the great rising day.

6. Then let the last loud trumpet sound,

And bid our kindred rise
;

Awake ! ye nations under ground

;

Ye saints! ascend the skies.

I LtJ , " Turn us again, Lord God of hosts."

1. See, gracious God ! before thy throne
Thy mourning people bend

;

'Tis on thy sovereign grace alone

Our humble hopes depend.

2. Dark, frowning judgments from thy hand
Thy dreadful power display

;

Yet mercy spares this guilty land,

And still we live to pray.

3. How changed, alas ! are truths divine,

For error, guilt and shame !

What impious numbers, bold in sin,

Disgrace the Christian name

!

4. Oh, turn us, turn us, mighty Lord,
By thy resistless grace

;

Then shall our hearts obey thy word,
And humbly seek thy face.

/ /wlJ, " Behold. I show you a mystery."

1. Through sorrow's night, and danger's
path,

Amid the deepening gloom,

We, followers of our suffering Lord,
Are marching to the tomb.

2. There, when the turmoil is no more,
And all our powers decay,

Our cold remains in solitude

Shall sleep the years away.

3. Our labors done, securely laid

In this our last retreat.

Unheeded, o'er our silent dust,

The storms of earth shall beat.

4. Yet not thus buried, or extinct,

The vital spark shall lie;

For,o'er life's wreck that spark shall rise,

To seek its kindred sky.

5. These ashes too, this little dust,

Our Father's care shall keep,

Till the last angel rise and break

The long and dreary sleep.

6. Then love's soft dew o'er every eye

Shall shed its mildest rays
;

And the long silent voice awake
With shouts of endless praise.
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DAWN. S. M.

mfcu-
, Ml _f: w=d

if
—

--§--

For - ev - er with the Lord !

—i —i—'

So. Je - sus ! let it be

1^1. 1 Thess. iv : 17.

1. " Forever with the Lord !"

So, Jesus ! let it be

;

Life from the dead is in that word
;

'Tis immortality.

2. Here, in the body pent,

Absent from thee I roam :

Yet nightly pitch my moving tent

A day's march nearer home.

3. My Father's house on high,

Home of my .soul ! how near,

At times, to faith's aspiring eye,

Thy golden gates appear

!

4. " Forever with the Lord !"

Father, if 'tis thy will,

The promise of thy gracious word
Ev'n here to me fulfill.

5. So, when my latest breath

Shall rend the vail in twain,

By death I shall escape from death,

And life eternal gain.

6. Knowing as I am known,
How shall I love that word.

And oft repeat before the throne,
" Forever with the Lord !"

Num. xxiii : 10.722.
1. Oh. for the death of those

Who slumber in the Lord

!

Oh. be like theirs my last repose,

Like theirs my last reward

!

2. Their bodies in the ground,

In silent hope may lie,

Till the last trumpet's joyful sound
Shall call them to the sky.

3. Their ransomed spirits soar

On wings of faith and love,

To meet the Saviour they adore,

And reign with him above.

4. With us their names shall live

Through long succeeding years,

Embalmed with all our hearts can give,

Our praises and our tears.

I Z>0 % Zech. i:5.

1. How swift the torrent rolls,

That bears us to the sea

!

The tide which hurries thoughtless souls

To vast eternity

!

2. Our fathers, where are they,

With all they called their own ?

Their joys and griefs, an d hopes and cares,

And wealth and honor gone !

3. God of our fathers hear,

Thou everlasting Friend !

While we, as on life's utmost verge,
Our souls to thee commend.

4. Of all the pious dead
May we the footsteps trace,

Till with them, in the land of light,

We dwell before thy face.
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DUNLAFS dlEEX. C. M.
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1. That aw-ful day will sure - ly come, Th'ap-poiated hour makes haste,
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When I must stand be - fore my Judge, And pass the sol - emn test.
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Tfte Judgment-seat of Ctirist.724.
2. Thou lovely Chief of all my joys,

Thou Sovereign of my heart

!

How could I bear to hear thy voice

Prounounce the sound " Depart I"

3. Jesus, I throw my arms around,

And hang upon thy breast

:

Without a gracious smile from thee,

My spirit cannot rest.

4. Oh, tell me that my worthless name
Is graven on thy hands!

Show me some promise in thy book,

Where my salvation stands.

5. Give me one kind, assuring word,

To sink my fears again;

And cheerfully my soul shall wait

Her threescore years and ten,

" On what a slender thread hang
everlasting things."725.

1. Thee we adore, eternal Name !

And humbly own to thee

How feeble is our mortal frame,

What dying worms are we !

2. The year rolls round, and steals away
The breath that first it gave

;

Whate'er we do, whate'er we be,

We're traveling to the grave.

3. Great God ! on what a slender thread

Hang everlasting things

!

Th' eternal state of all the dead

Upon life's feeble strings !

* :?=—££ 1

4. Infinite joy, or endless woe
Attends on every breath

;

And yet. how unconcerned we go
Upon the brink of death

!

5. Waken, Lord, our drowsy sense,

To walk this dangerous road !

And if our souls are hurried hence,

May they be found with God.

/^O, Matt, xxiv : 44.

1. There is an hour when I must part

With all I hold most dear;

And life, with its best hopes, will then

As nothingness appear.

2. There is an hour when I must sink

Beneath the stroke of death
;

And yield to him who gave it first,

My struggling vital breath.

3. There is an hour when I must stand

Before the judgment-seat;

And all my sins, and all my foes,

In awful vision meet.

4. There is an hour when I must look

On one eternity;

And nameless woe, or blissful life,

My endless portion be.

5. Saviour, then, in all my need

Be near, be near to me :

And let my soul, by steadfast faith,

Find life and heaven in thee.
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BONAR. S. M. D. Dr. L. Mason.

1. A few more vears shall roll. A few more seasons come: And we shall be with those that rest

a^^fefliS M^S=S, ?* -g"-

pa
Asleep within the tomb: Then, my Lord

4r„f3:,f f^ ^^ l
prepare

And take my sins a - way I

//«wl« 77i« Pilgrim's Song.

2. A few more storms shall beat

On this wild, rocky shore

;

And we shall be where tempests cease,

And surges swell no more :

Then, my Lord, prepare

My soul for that calm day
;

Oh, wash me in thy precious blood,

And take my sins away !

3. A few more struggles here,

A few more partings o'er,

A few more toils, a few more tears,

And we shall weep no more

:

Then, my Lord, prepare

My soul for that blest day
;

Oh, wash me in thy precious blood,

And take my sins away !

"WAITING BY THE HIVER.*

My soul for that great day;
a.; g : +. &. g *=..

sz.

A few more Sabbaths here

Shall cheer us on our way

;

And we shall reach the endless rest,

Th' eternal Sabbath-day

:

Then, my Lord, prepare

My soul for that sweet day

;

Oh, wash me in thy precious blood,

And take my sins away !

'Tis but a little while,

And he shall come again,

Who died that we might live, who lives

That we with him may reign

:

Then, my Lord, prepare

My soul for that glad day

;

Oh, wash me in thy precious blood,

And take my sins away !

From the " Casket," by permission.

J. We are wait-ing by the riv - er. We are watching on the shore. On - lv wait-ing for the

?m ^̂&& bj
boat

m
•man, Soon he'll come to,bear us o'er.
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728.
2. Though the mist hang o'er the river,

,• And its billows loudly roar

;

Yet we hear the song of angels,

Wafted from the other shore.

We are waiting, &c.

3. And the bright celestial city

!

We have caught such radiant gleams,

Of its towers like dazzling sunlight,

With its sweet and peaceful streams

We are waiting, &c.

4. He has called for many a loved one,

We have seen them leave our side

;

With our Saviour we shall meet them,

When we too have crossed the tide.

We are waiting. &c.

5. When we've passed that vale of shadows,

With its dark and chilling tide;

In that bright and glorious city

We shall evermore abide.

We are waiting, &c.

* Let each verse be sung first as a duet, then repeat the first verse, each time, iu full chorus.
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IVES. 7s. Double.
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1. Who are these in bright ar - ray
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This in nu - mer a - ble throng,
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Round the al - tar, night and day, Hymn-ing one tri - umph - ant song ?

D.s. Wis - doni, rich - es, to ob - tain, New do - min - ion ev - 'ry hour."
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' Wor - thy is the Lamb ouce slain,

*: iff: iff:

Bless-ing, hon - or, glo - ry, power,

/ 2j\j • Rev. vii : 13.

2. These through fiery trials trod

;

These from great affliction came :

Now, before the throne of God,

Sealed with his almighty name,

Clad in raiment pure and white,

Victor-palms in every hand,

Through their dear Redeemer's might,

More than conquerors they stand.

3. Hunger, thirst, disease unknown,
On immortal fruits they feed

;

Them the Lamb, amid the throne,

Shall to living fountains lead :

Joy and gladness banish sighs
;

Perfect love dispel all fears;

And forever from their eyes

God shall wipe away the tears.

/OU, Isaiah lx : 20.

1. High in yonder realms of light,

Dwell the raptured saints above

;

Far beyond our feeble sight,

Happy in Immanuel's love :

Pilgrims in this vale of tears,

Once they knew, like us below,

Gloomy doubts, distressing fears,

Torturing pain and heavy woe.

But these days of weeping o'er,

Passed this scene of toil and pain,

They shall feel distress no more

—

Never, never weep again :

'Mid the chorus of the skies,

'Mid the angelic lyres above,

Ha/k, their songs melodious rise,

Songs of praise to Jesus' love !

All is tranquil and serene,

Calm and undisturbed repose :

There no cloud can intervene,

There no angry tempest blows :

Every tear is wiped, away,

Sighs no more shall heave the breast,

Night is lost in endless day,

Sorrow, in eternal rest.
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COME, LET US ANEW. Webbe,

1. Come, let us a - new our jour-ney pur-sue—Roll round with the year, And nev-er stand
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731. " fie shall fly away as a dream."

2. Our life is a dream ; our time,as a stream,

Glides swiftly away,

And the fugitive moment refuses to stay :

The arrow is flown ; the moment is gone
;

The millennial year

Rushes on to our view, and eternity's

near.

BILLOW. 8s, 7s & 4s.

3. Oh, that each, in the day of his coming,

may say,
M T have fought my way through

;

I have finished the work thou didst give

me to do
;

" [the glad word,

Oh, that each from the Lord may receive
" Well and faithfully done !

Enter into my joy, and sit down on my
throne I"

Dr. L. Mason.

Star of peace! to wan-dVers wea - ry, Bright the beams that smile on me:
m m ( (—n
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sea.
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/ *J — , The guiding Star.

1. Star of peace ! to wanderers weary,

Bright the beams that smile on me

;

Cheer the pilot's vision dreary,

Far, far at sea.

2. Star of hope ! gleam on the billow,

Bless the soul that sighs for thee

;

Bless the sailor's lonely pillow,

Far, far at sea.

3. Star of faith ! when winds are mocking,

All his toil, he flies to thee
;

Save him, on the billows rocking,

Far, far at sea.

4. Star divine ! oh, safely guide him,

—

Bring the wanderer home to thee !

Sore temptations long have tried him,

Far, far at sea.
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AMERICA. 6s & 4s.

My country, 'tis of thee,kSweet land of lib-er-ty, Of thee I sing: Land where my
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fathers died.Land of the pilgrims' pride,From every mountain side Let freedom ring

!

hi I till I

l r I r

J=pU
=t=t

• dd • 77je Foi'ce of National Joy.

1. My country, 'tis of thee,

Sweet land of liberty,

Of thee I sing

:

Land where my fathers died,

Land of the pilgrims' pride,

From every mountain side

Let freedom ring

!

2. My native country, thee

—

Land of the noble free

—

Thy name I love:

I love thy rocks and rills,

Thy woods and templed hills;

My heart with rapture thrills

Like that above.

3. Let music swell the breeze,

And ring from all the trees

Sweet freedom's song !

Let mortal tongues awake
;

Let all that breathe partake

;

Let rocks their silence break,—
The sound prolong

!

4. Our fathers' God! to thee,

Author of liberty,

To thee we sing:

Long may our land be bright
With freedom's holy light

;

Protect us by thy might,

Great God, our King !

I 0~-±» " God save the State t "

1. God bless our native land !

Firm may she ever stand,

Through storm and night

When the wild tempests rave,

Ruler of winds and wave,

Do thou our country save

By thy great might.

For her our prayer shall rise

To God, above the skies

;

On him we wait

:

Thou who art ever nigh,

Guarding with watchful eye,

To thee aloud we cry,

God save the State !

The God of harvest praise."735.
1. The God of harvest praise;

In loud thanksgiving raise

Hand, heart, and voice !

The valleys laugh and sing
;

Forests and mountains ring;

The plains their tribute bring

;

The streams rejoice.

2. Yea, bless his holy name,
And joyous thanks proclaim

Through all the earth

;

To glory in your lot

Is comely ; but be not

God's benefits forgot

Amid your mirth.

3. The God of harvest praise :

Hands, hearts, and voices raise,

With sweet accord
;

From field to garner throng,

Bearing your sheaves along,

And in your harvest song

Bless ye the Lord.
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YOU. National.

1. Great God of nations ! now to thee—
Our hymn of gratitude we raise

;

With humble heart, and bending knee,

"We offer thee our song of praise.

2. Thy name we bless, Almighty God !

For all the kindness thou hast shown,

To this fair land the Pilgrims trod,

—

This land we fondly call our own.

3. Here, freedom spreads her banner wide,

And casts her soft and hallowed ray ;

—

Here, thou our fathers' steps didst

guide

In safety, through their dangerous way.

4. We praise thee, that the gospel's light,

all our land, its radiance

sheds;

Dispels the shades of error's night,

And heavenly blessings round us spreads.

OLD HUNDHEDTH. L. M.

Through

/ J / , National.

1. God, beneath thy guiding hand,

Our exiled fathers crossed the sea

;

And when they trod the wintry strand,

With prayer and psalm they worshiped

thee.

2. Thou heard'st, well-pleased, the song,

the prayer;

Thy blessing came; and still its power
Shall onward through all ages bear

The memory of that holy hour.

3. Laws, freedom, truth, and faith in God
Came with those exiles o'er the waves

;

And where their pilgrim feet have trod,

The God they trusted guards their graves.

4. And here thy name, God of love,

Their children's children shall adore,

Till these eternal hills remove,

And spring adorns the earth no more.

1
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I OO • Thanksgiving.

1. Eternal source of every joy,

Well may thy praise our lips employ,

While in thy temple we appear,

To hail thee, Sovereign of the year !

2. Wide as the wheels of nature roll,

Thy hand supports and guides the whole,

The sun is taught by thee to rise,

And darkness when to vail the skies.

3. The flowery spring at thy command,
Perfumes the air, adorns the land

;

The summer rays with vigor shine,

To raise the corn, to cheer the vine.

4. Thy hand, in autumn, richly pours,

Through all our coasts redundant stores :

And winters, softened by thy care,

No more the face of horror wear.

5. Seasons and months, and weeks,and days,

Demand successive songs of praise
;

And be the grateful homage paid,

With morning light and evening shade.

6. Here in thy house let incense rise,

And circling Sabbaths bless our eyes,

Till to those lofty heights we soar,

Where days and years revolve no more.

I 0«J. Prayer for the Republic.

1. God of our fathers, let thy face

Toward the Republic ever be

!

Encompass it with strength and grace,

And law combine with liberty.

2 Unto our President impart
Sustaining trust, discerning sight,

The homage of the loyal heart,

The steadfast courage for the right.

3. Within our Congress let the fire

Of patriotic love abide
;

Its counsels lead, its acts inspire.

And in the nation's halls preside.

4. Upon our Judges let the seal

Of thy divine anointing be,

—

The wisdom calm, the righteous zeal,

The robes of truth and equity.

5. God of our fathers, let thy face

Toward the Republic ever be !

Encompass it with strength and grace,

And law combine with liberty.

Doxology.

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow !

Praise him, all creatures here below !

Praise him above, ye heavenly host!

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost

!
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HERITAGE. 8s & 6s. Double.

Clear, strong and vigorous enunciation.

Scotch.

f
From foes that would the land devour j From guil-ty pride, and lust of power;
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From wild se - di - tion's law- less hour ; From yoke of slav - e - ry;
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From blinded zeal, by fac-tion led ; From giddy change, by fan - cy bred

;
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From poisoned er - ror's ser-pent head, Good Lord, preserve us free

!
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740. The Pafrtofs Prayer.

1. From foes that would the land devour

;

From guilty pride, and lust of power

;

From wild sedition's lawless hour

:

From yoke of slavery

;

From blinded zeal, by faction led
;

From giddy change, by fancy bred

;

From poisoned error's serpent head,

Good Lord, preserve us free

!

2. Defend, O God, with guardian hand,

The laws and rulers of our land,

And grant thy churches grace to stand

In faith and unity
j

Thy Spirit's help of thee we crave,

That thy Messiah, sent to save,

Returning to the world, might have

A people serving thee !
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STILES, 8s & 7s D.
Clear and strong enunciation.

I>. E. JONS.*.

m—s

—

u-mi&—*-ILm-rsm—«?—» i=?

—
~1

*~ L:g-^S—

»
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grand in storm and calm; Heav'n,with cloudless luster glowing. Are her great Creator's psalm.

741 God the Creator.

1. On the works of his creation,

God hath traced his glorious name

;

With unceasing adoration,

Nature chants Jehovah's fame :

Earth, with beauty overflowing
;

Ocean, grand in storm and calm
j

Heaven, with cloudless luster glowing

—

Are her great Creator's psalm.

2. Down the rivers, seaward rushing,

Floats the murmur of the song

;

Up the heights, with sunlight flushing,

Mounts the chorus, full and strong

:

Through the groves, with praise re-

sounding,

Over wide and waving plains,

O'er the main, with billows bounding

—

Peal the thrilling anthem-strains.

3. God, who setteth fast the mountain,

Girded with almighty power;

God, whose voice is in the fountain,

And his beauty in the flower;

God, who on the tempest rideth,

King upon the sea and shore

;

God, who over all presideth

—

Is our God for evermore.

16

742,
" Tliou shalt call thy Walls Salvation:

Isaiah lx. 18—20.

1. Hear what God, the Lord, hath spoken

:

O my people, faint and few,

Comfortless, afflicted, broken,

Fair abodes I build for you

;

Scenes of heartfelt tribulation

Shall no more perplex your ways;
You shall name your walls " Salvation,"

And your gates shall all be " Praise."

2. Ye no more your suns descending,

Waning moons no more shall see

;

But your griefs forever ending,

Find eternal noon in me :

God shall rise, and, shining o'er you,

Chauge to day the gloom of night;.

He, the Lord, shall be your Glory,

God your everlasting Light.

Dozology.

Praise the God of our salvation,

Praise the Father's boundless love;;

Praise the Lamb, our expiation

;

Praise the Spirit from above

;

Praise the Fountain of salvation,

Him by whom our spirits live;

Undivided adoration

To the one Jehovah give

!
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KULP. L. M. Geo. F. Root.

1. thou, whose chosen place of birth Was 'inid the humblest scenes of earth, )

Who didst all scorn and pain en-dure, To save the lost and bless the poor : f

—
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And pray for grace to fol - low thee.
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2. Tnou, who hast taught us by thy word

The servant's not above his lord,

Give us the courage which we need,

To follow thee in word and deed

:

The highest honor that we crave,

Be this : the lost to seek and save.

3. Where'er the wine-cup's deadly blight,

Has shrouded hearts in sorrow's night
;

Our eyes to all its evils ope,

Inspire our souls with Faith and Hope,

And may our charity extend

As thine—alike to foe and friend.

4. Where'er a tempted brother falls,

Make quick our ear to hear his calls,

Make swift our feet to reach the spot;

Make true our hearts to leave him not,

Make strong and willing every hand,

To lift him up and help him stand !

744.*

1. Slavery and death the cup contains;

Dash to the earth the poisoned bowl

!

Softer than silk are iron chains.

Compared with those that chafe the soul.

2. Hosannas, Lord ! to thee we sing.

Whose power the giant fiend obeys :

What countless thousands tribute bring.

For happier homes and brighter days !

3. Thou wilt not break the bruised reed.

Nor have the broken heart unbound

:

The wife regains a husband freed

!

The orphan clasps a father found !

4. Spare, Lord ! the thoughtless
,
guide the

blind;

Till man no more shall deem it just
To live, by forging chains to bind

His weaker brother in the dust.

74^ *

^t'-'« For Dedication.

1. The perfect world, by Adam trod,
Was the first temple built by God

;

His fiat laid the corner-stone,

And heaved its pillars one by one.

2. He hung its starry roof on high

—

The broad, illimitable sky;
lie spread its pavement, green and bright,

And curtained it with morning light.

3. The mountains in their places stood,

The sea—the sky—and " all was good ;"

And when its first pure praises rang,

The " morning stars together sang."

4. Lord, His not ours to make the sea,

And earth, and sky, a house for thee

;

But in thy sight our offering stands

—

An humbler temple, "made with hands."

Doxology.

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,

The God whom earth and heaven adore,

Be glory as it was of old,

Is now, and shall be evermore !

* Omit the repeat for this Hymn.
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ORIOLA. C. M. D.
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Dear Savjour, ever at my side,How loving thou must be, To leave thy home in heaven to guard
d. s. The sweetness of thy soft, low voice
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A lit - tie child like me 1 Thy beau-ti-ful and shining face I see not, tho 1

so near
;

I am too deaf to hear.
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1. Dear Saviour, ever at my side,

How loving thou must be,

To leave thy home in heaven to guard

A little child like me !

Thy beautiful and shining face

I see not, though so near
;

The sweetness of thy soft, low voice

I am too deaf to hear.

2. 1 cannot feel thee touch my hand

With pressure light and mild,

To check me, as my mother doth,

While I am but a child
j

But I have felt thee in my thoughts

Fighting with sin for me

;

And when my heart loves God, I know

The sweetness is from thee.

3. And when, dear Saviour ! I kneel down

Morning and night to prayer,

Something there is within my heart

Which tells me thou art there

;

Yes ! when I pray, thou prayest too

—

Thy prayer is all for me
;

But when I sleep, thou sleepest not,

But watchest patiently

l4l, Eccles. xii : 1.

1. Remember thy Creator now,

In these thy youthful days
j

He will accept thine earliest vow,

And listen to thy praise.

2. Remember thy Creator now,
Seek him while he is near

;

For evil days will come, when thou
Shalt find no comfort here.

3. Remember thy Creator now;
His willing servant be:

Then, when thy head in death shall bow,
He will remember thee.

4. Almighty God ! our hearts incline

Thy heavenly voice to hear
j

Let all our future days be thine,

Devoted to thy fear.

74o« 1 Sam. iii : 10.

1. Dear Jesus, let thy pitying eye

Look kindly down on me :

A sinful, weak, and helpless child,

I come thy child to be.

2. blessed Saviour ! take my heart,

This sinful heart of mine,

And wash it clean in every part

;

Make me a child of thine.

My sins, though great, thou canst forgive

For thou hast died for me
;

Amazing love ! help me, God,

Thine own dear child to be.

4. For thou hast said, u Forbid them not

Let children come to me :"

I hear thy voice, and now, dear Lord,

I come tV-7 child to be.



240 The Beacon Light

MIRA. 8s & 7s D.
AndawHmo.

Gko. F. Root.

"We are sail-ing o'er an o-cean. To a far and foreign shore; And the waves are dashing round us,
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And we see the steady gleaming Of our changeless beacon light. 0,thelightis flashing brightly,
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From a calm and stormless shore,Where we hope to cast our anchor,"When our voyaging is o'er.

749.

1. We are sailing o'er an ocean,

To a far and foreign shore

;

And the waves are dashing 'round us,

And we hear the breakers roar

;

But we look above the billows,

In the darkness of the night,

And we see the steady gleaming

Of our changeless beacon light.

Chorus.

0, the light is flashing brightly,

From a calm and stormless shore,

Where we hope to cast our anchor,

When our voyaging is o'er.

2. Though the skies are dark above us,

And the waves are dashing high,

Let us look toward the beacon,

We shall reach it by and by :

'Tis the light of God's great mercy,

And he holds it up in view,

As a guide-star to his children,

As a guide to me and you.

0, the light, etc.

3. He will keep it ever burning,

From the light-house of his love;

And it always shines the brightest

When the skies are dark above:

If we keep our eyes upon it,

And we steer our course aright,

We shall reach the harbor safely,

By the blessed beacon light.

0, the light, etc.



Jesus by the Sea 241

GENESASETH.
Rerermtially.

Geo. F. Root.

Oh, I love to thiukof Je -sus, Ashe sat be-side the sea ; "Where the waves were only munu'riug on the
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strand ; When he sat with-in the boat, On the sil-ver wave H-float, While he taught the waiting people on the
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land. Oh, I love to th'nk of Je-sus bv the sea. Oh, I love to think of Je-sus bv the sea:

^
' lW=?fe £ - -r-r^^^̂ ^t-v—Z

m,^,h E K- fj\«t. * h^=^ ^^I^^Plies
And I love the precious word Which he spake to them that heard. While he taught the waiting people by the sea.

750.

1. I loye to think of Jesus

As he sat beside the sea
;

Where the waves were only murmuring on

the strand

;

When he sat within the boat,

On the silver wave afloat

While he taught the waiting people on the

land.

O T love to think of Jesus by the sea y
I love to think of Jesus by the sea,

And I love the precious Word,
Which he spake to them that heard,

While he taught the waiting people by the

sea.

2.0 1 love to think of Jesus

As he walked upon the sea;

When the waves were rolling fearfully

and grand ;

How the winds and waves were still.

-t—" > g

At the bidding of his will,

While he brought his loved disciples safe

to land.

I love to think of Jesus by the sea
;

I love to think of Jesus by the sea,

How he walked upon the wave,

His beloved ones to save,

While he brought them safely o'er the

stormy sea.

3.01 love to think of Jesus

As he walked beside the sea
;

Where the fishers spread their nets upon
the shore

;

How he bade them follow him,

And forsake the paths of sin,

And to be his true disciples evermore.

I love to think of Jesus by the sea

;

I love to think of Jesus by the sea,

And I long to leave my all,

At the dear Redeemer's call,

And his true disciple evermore to be.



242 Oh, the Sabbath Mo rning

SABBATH MORNING. Ge... F B - :.
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1. Oh, the Sabbath morning, beautiful and bright, Joy-ful - lv we hail its cold -en light;
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D. s. Oh, the Sab-bath morn-ing, beau-ti - ful and bright, Glad we hail its gold - en light.
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Pay calm and ho - ly, day near-est heav'n, Day which a Fa - ther's lore has

m
751.

2. All the days of labor ended one by one,

Glad are we the six day's work is done

;

Glad to have a day of sweet and holy rest

;

Tis the day that God has blest.

Day calm and holy, ect.

3. Let us spend the moments of this holy day.

So that when they all have passed away,

Sweet 'twill be think, the quiet Sabbath even

Brings us one day nearer heaven.

Day calm and holy, etc.

EVEN ME. 8s&7s. WM. B. BBADBrRT.

Tr\0
I tj ~m, . Prayer for Blessing.

1. Lord, I hear that showers of blessing

Thou art scattering, full and free.

—

Showers the thirsty land refreshing

;

Let thy blessing fall on me.

Even me. etc.

2. Long have I in sin been straying,

Long been grieving, slighting thee
;

Slight me not as I stand praying

;

Oh, forgive and comfort me !

Even me, etc.

3. Pass me not, gracious Saviour.

Sinful though my heart may be;

Give me tokens of thy favor,

Speak some word of grace to me.

Even me, etc.

Love of God, so pure and changeless

Blood of Christ, so rich and free,

Grace of God, so strong and boundless.

—

Magnify it all to me !

Even me, etc.

Pass me not ; thy lost one bringing.

Bind my heart, Lord, to thee :

While the streams of life are springing.

Blessing others, oh, bless me \

Even me, etc.



I love to sing of Jesus.

ZELLA. 7s & 6s.

Because he loved me so. 243

G. F. Root, by permission.
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/ Do» J love to hear the story.

2. I'm glad my blessed Saviour

Was once a child like me,

To show how pure and holy

His little ones might be

:

And if I try to follow

His foot-steps here below,

He never will forget me,

Because he loves me so.

3. To sing His love and mercy

My sweetest songs I'll raise,

And though I cannot see him
I know he hears my praise !

For he has kindly promised

That I shall surely go

To sing among his angels,

Because he loves me so.

754 We love to sing of Jesus.

Come, let us sing of Jesus,

While hearts and accents blend

Come, let us sing of Jesus,

The sinner's only friend
j

His holy soul rejoices,

Amid the choirs above,

To hear our youthful voices

Exulting in his love.

• * *> *

2. We love to sing of Jesus,

Who wept our path along
;

We love to sing of Jesus,

The tempted and the strong;

None who besought his healing,

He passed unheeded by :

And still retains his feeling

For us above the sky.

3. We love to sing of Jesus,

Who died our souls to save;

We love to sing of Jesus,

Triumphant o'er the grave

;

And in our hour of danger,

We'll trust his love alone,

Who once slept in a manger.

And now sits on the throne.

4. Then let us sing of Jesus,

While yet on earth we stay,

And hope to sing of Jesns,

Throughout eternal day
j

For those, who here confess him,

He will in Heaven confess;

And faithful hearts that bless him,

He will forever bless.



244 When He Cometh to ma he up his Jewels.

Gro. P. Roc?.

When He com-eth,when He coni-eth To make up his jew-els, &.11 his jew-els, pre-cious
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bright crown a - dorn - ing, They shall shine in their beau-ty, Bright gems for his crown.
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755,
"Jnd i^«y shall be mine,saith the Lord of hosts,

in that day when I make up my jewels."

1. When lie cometh, when he cometh,

To make up his jewels,

All his jewels, precious jewels,

His loved and his own :

Like the stars of the morning,

His bright crown adorning,

They shall shine in their beauty,

Bright gems for his crown.

2. He will gather, he will gather

The gems for his kingdom,
All the pure ones, all the bright ones,

His lov'd and his own.

Like the stars, etc.

3. Little children, little children,

Who love their Redeemer,
Are the jewels, precious jewels,

His loved and his own.

Like the stars, etc.
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NOW TO JESUS CHRIST THE GLORY. Ht. 756.

Moderato.

Geo. F. Root.
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Alas ! and did my Saviour Bleed, 245

MOODY. C. M.
A- 1 V-

Revival Melody.

A - las! and did my Sav - iour bleed, And did my Sov - 'reign die? Would
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I O I • Matt, xxvii. 45.

1. Alas ! and did my Saviour bleed,

And did my Sovereign die ?

Would he devote that sacred head
For such a worm as I ?

2. Was it for crimes that I had done

He groaned upon the tree ?

Amazing pity ! grace unknown !

And love beyond degree !

3. Well might the sun in darkness hide,

And shut his glories in,

When God, the mighty Maker, died

For man, the creature's sin.

4. Thus might I hide my blushing face

While his dear cross appears

;

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,

And melt my eyes to tears.

5. But drops of grief can ne'er repay

The debt of love I owe

;

Here, Lord, I give myself away,

'Tis all that I can do.

•Tr>Q "Against Thee, Thee only, have 1
{ t/C*, sinned."

1. Prostrate, dear Jesus, at thy feet,

A guilty rebel lies

;

And upward to thy mercy-seat

Presumes to lift his eyes.

2. If tears of sorrow would suffice

To pay the debt I owe,

Tears should from both my weeping eyes

In ceaseless torrents flow.

3. But no such sacrifice I plead

To expiate my guilt;

No tears, but those which thou hast

shed,

No blood, but thou hast spilt.

4. Think of thy sorrow, dearest Lord !

And all my sins forgive :

Justice will well approve the word
That bids the sinner live.

4 0J« "Oh, for a lowly, contrite Heart."

1. Oh. for a heart to praise my God !

A heart from sin set free

;

A heart that's sprinkled with the blood

So freely shed for me.

2. A heart resigned, submissive, meek,

My dear Redeemer's throne

;

Where only Christ is heard to speak,

Where Jesus reigns alone.

3. Oh, for a lowly, contrite heart,

Believing, true and clean

;

Which neither life nor death can part

From him that dwells within !

4. Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart

;

Come quickly from above :

Write thy new name upon my heart,

Thy new, best name of Love.



246 Parting Hymn. Psalm xxiii.

UNITY. 6s & 5s. Dr. L. M iSOV.

Our hearts will ne'er repose, Safe from each l>h
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760. Parting Hymn.

1. When shall we meet again,

Meet ne'er to sever ?

When will peace wreathe her chain

Round us forever ?

Our hearts will ne'er repose,

Safe from each blast that blows,

In this dark vale of woes,

Never—no, never !

2, When shall love freely flow

Pure as life's river ?

lowWhen shall sweet friendship

Changeless forever ?

Where joys celestial thrill,

Where bliss each heart shall fill,

And fears of parting chill

Never—no, never !

3. Up to that world of light

Take us. dear Saviour !

May we all there unite,

Happy forever

;

Where kindred spirits dwell,

There may our music swell,

And time our joys dispel

Never—no, never !

Soon shall we meet again,

Meet ne'er to sever;

Soon shall peace wreathe her chain

Round us forever

;

Our hearts will then repose

Secure then from worldly woes

;

Our songs of praise shall close

Never—no, never !

"THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD.'
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/ 01. Psalm xxiii.

1. The Lord is my shepherd;
I

|
shall not

|
want.

2. He maketh me to lie down in green pastures

;

He leadeth me beside the still
|
wa-

|
ters.

3. He restoreth my soul; he leadeth me
In the paths of righteousness for his

|
name's

|
sake.

4. Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death,

I will fear no evil : for thou art with me

;

Thy rod and thy staff they
|
comfort

|
me.

5. Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies,
Thou anointest my head with oil ; my

|
cup runneth

|
over.

6. Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life

;

And I will dwell in the house of the
|
Lord, for-

j
ever.||A-

|
men.

m



New Year. Harvest. 247

BENEVENTO. 7s. Double.

While,with ceaseless course,the sun Hasted thro' the former year,Many souls their race have run,

D. s. We a lit -tie longer wait:
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Never more to meet us here: Fixed in an e-ter-nal state,They have done with all below:
But how lit-tle none can know.
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/OZt New Tear.

1. While, with ceaseless course, the sun

Hasted through the former year,

Many souls their race have run,

Nevermore to meet us here :

Fixed in an eternal state,

They have done with all below

;

We a little longer wait

;

But how little none can know.

2. As the winged arrow flies

Speedily the mark to find
;

As the lightning from the skies

Darts and leaves no trace behind,

—

Swiftly thus our fleeting days

Bear us down life's rapid stream

;

Upward, Lord, our spirits raise,

All below is but a dream.

3. Thanks for mercies past receive
;

Pardon of our sins renew;

Teach us henceforth how to live,

With eternity in view :

Bless thy word to old and young

;

Fill us with a Saviour's love
j

When our life's short race is run,

May we dwell with thee above.

/DO, Harvest.

1. Come, ye thankful people, come,

Raise the song of H arvest Home !

All is safely gathered in.

Ere the winter storms begin :

God our Maker doth provide

For our wants to be supplied

:

Come to God's own temple, come,
Raise the song of Harvest Home

!

We ourselves are God's own field,

Fruit unto his praise to yield

:

Wheat and tares together sown,
Unto joy or sorrow grown

;

First the blade, and then the ear,

Then the full corn shall appear :

Grant, Harvest-Lord, that we
Wholesome grain and pure may be !

3. For the Lord our God shall come,
And shall take his harvest home

:

From his field shall in that day
All offences purge away :

Give his angels charge at last

In the fire the tares to cast

:

But the fruitful ears to store

In his garner evermore.

4. Then, thou Church Triumphant, come,
Raise the song of Harvest Home !

All are safely gathered in,

Free from sorrow, free from sin :

There, forever purified,

In God's garner to abide:

Come, ten thousand angels, come,
Raise the glorious Harvest Home !



248 The Song of Jubilee

MESSIAH. 7s D. Arranged by Geo. Kinosley.
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1. Brethren, while we sojourn here,

Fight we must, but should not fear

;

Foes we have, but we've a Friend,

One that loves us to the end :

Forward, then, with courage go;

Long we shall not dwell below

;

Soon the joyful news wrill come,
" Child, your Father calls—come home !"

2. In the way a thousand snares

Lie, to take us unawares;

Satan, with malicious art,

Watches each ungarded part

:

But, from Satan's malice free,

Saints shall soon victorious be

;

Soon the joyful news will come,
" Child, your Father calls—come home !"

3. But of all the foes we meet,

None so oft mislead our feet,

None betray us into sin

Like the foes that dwell within

;

Yet let nothing spoil our peace,

Christ shall also conquer these

;

Soon the joyful news will come,
" Child, your Father calls—come home !"

765. The Song of Jubftit.

1. Hark ! the song of jubilee

;

Loud as mighty thunders roar,

Or the fullness of the sea,

When it breaks upon the shore

Hallelujah ! for the Lord
God omnipotent shall reign

;

Hallelujah ! let the word

Echo round the earth and main.

2. Hallelujah !—hark ! the sound,

From the depths unto the skies,

Wakes above, beneath, around,

All creation's harmonies

:

See Jehovah's banner furled
;

[done !

Sheathed his sword : he speaks
—

'tis

And the kingdoms of the world

Are the kingdoms of his Son.

3. He shall reign from pole to pole,

With supreme, unbounded sway

;

He shall reign when, like a scroll,

Yonder heavens have passed away :

Then the end ;—beneath his rod

Man's last enemy shall fall

;

Hallelujah! Christ in God,

God in Christ is all in all

!



When will it be Morning? 249

FTCXR " Lord, Thou hast been favorable unto
4 DO. Thy land."

1. Praise to God, immortal praise,

For the love that crowns our days

!

Bounteous Source of every joy,

Let thy praise our tongues employ !

2. For the blessings of the field,

For the stores the gardens yield,

For the joy which harvests bring,

Grateful praises now we sing.

3. Clouds that drop refreshing dews;

Suns that genial heat diffuse;

Flocks that whiten all the plain;

Yellow sheaves of ripened grain

;

4. All that Spring, with bounteous hand,

Scatters o'er the smiling land;

All that liberal Autumn pours

From her overflowing stores

;

5. These, Great God, to thee we owe,

Source whence all our blessings flow;

MARTINA

id
Peculiar,

And, for these, our souls shall raise

Grateful vows, and solemn praise.

4 D 4 . " Sing unto Him a new song."

1. Swell the anthem, raise the song
;

Praises to our God belong;

Saints and angels ! join to sing

Praises to the heavenly King.

2. Blessings from his liberal hand
Flow around this happy land :

Kept by him, no foes annoy

;

Peace and freedom we enjoy.

3. Here, beneath a virtuous sway,

May we cheerfully obey;

Never feel oppression's rod,

Ever own and worship God.

4. Hark ! the voice of nature sings

Praises to the King of kings

;

Let us join the choral song,

And the grateful notes prolong.

D. E. J0NE3.

1. Watching, watching, ev - er watching! 0, how long? Will the ro - sy
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mornino; Never bring its dawning,And the birds' sweet sons;?And the birds' sweet song?
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4 UO» " Watthing, ever watching."

2. ||:Hoping,:|| ever hoping !

Though the heart

Weary ofttimes groweth,

And God only knoweth

||
:All its bitter smart.

:||

3. ||:Praying,:|| ever praying

Let me be

!

Saviour, thou wilt hear me,

Succor, bless, and cheer me,

||:Cheer me tenderly.:||

4. ||:Working,:|| ever working
I would be

!

0, when I am weary,

And my work is dreary,

||:Father, strengthen me!:|

5. ||:Dying,:|| surely dying

I shall be

!

When the foe prevaileth,

And my spirit faileth,

IhCome and set me free.:||
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/ U*7. LrKj: xxii . 19.

2. Thy body, broken for my sake.

My bread from heaven shall be
;

Thy testamentai eup I take,

And thus remember thee.

3. Gethsemane can I forget?

Or there thy conflict see,

Thine agony and bloody sweat

—

And not remember thee ?

4. When to the cross I turn my eyes.

And rest on Calvary.

Lamb of God ! my Sacrifice,

I must remember thee 1

5. Remember thee, and all thy pains,

And all thy love to me

—

Yea. while a breath, a pulse remains.

Will I remember thee !

6. And when these failing lips grow dumb,
And mind and memory flee.

When thou shalt in thy kingdom come.

Jesus, remember me !

3. Ye saints below, and hosts of heaven !

In praise join all your pow
No theme is like redeeming love !

No Saviour is like our-

!

4. Had I ten thousand hearts, dear Lord !

I'd give them all to thee

;

Had I ten thousand tongues, they all

Should join the harmony.

/ / I • " Even the death of the cross."

1. How condescending and how kind

Was God's eternal Son !

Our misery reached his heavenly mind,

And pity brought him down.

2. He sank beneath our heavy woes,

To raise us to his throne

;

There's ne'er a gift his hand bestows,

But cost his heart a grroan.

Ten thousand tongues shouldjoin the.

kmnmamg."770.
1. Lord, at thy table I behold

The wonders of thy grace

;

But most of all admire that I

Should find a welcome place.

2. What strange, surprising grace is this,

That such a soul has room !

My Saviour takes me by the hand,

My Jesus bids me come.

3. This was compassion like a God

—

That, when the Saviour knew
The price of pardon was his blood,

His pity ne'er withdrew.

4. Now v though he reigns exalted high

His love is still as great;

Well he remembers Calvary,

Nor let his saints forget.

5. Here let our hearts begin to melt,

While we his death record,

And with our joy for pardoned guilt,

Mourn that we pierced the Lord.
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HOW CALM AND BEAUTIFUL ! C. L. M. Dr. Hastings.

** g ' g . A "

1. How calm and beau-ti - ful the morn That silds the sa - cred tomb,
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fled was borne. And veil'd in mid-night gloom !
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Oh. weep no more the Sav-iour slain; The Lord is ris'n. he lives a - gain.
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t I ~ , LrKE xxiv : 5.

2 Ye mourning saints, dry every tear

For your departed Lord.
; - Behold the place, he is not here !

"

The tomb is all unbarred :

The gates of death were closed in vain,

The Lord is risen, he lives again.

3. Now cheerful to the house of prayer,

Your early footsteps bend
;

The Saviour will himself be there,

Your Advocate and Friend

:

Once by the law your hopes were slain,

But now, in Christ, ye live again.

4. How tranquil now the rising day

!

;

Tis Jesus still appears.

A risen Lord, to chase away
Your unbelieving fears :

Oh, weep no more your comfort slain,

The Lord is risen, he lives again.

5. And when the shades of evening fall,

When life's last hour daws nigh.

If Jesus shines upon the soul,

How blissful then to die !

Since he hath risen that once was slain.

Ye die in Christ to live again.

/ i O. Matt, xxvi ; 36—*6.

1. He knelt : the Saviour knelt and prayed,

When but his Father's eye

Looked thro' the lonely garden's shade.

On that dread agony;
The Lord of all above, beneath.

Was bowed with sorrow unto death.

2. He knew them all ; the doubt, the strife,

The faint, perplexing dread;

The mists that hang o'er parting life,

All darkened round his head

;

And the Deliverer knelt to pray ;

—

Yet passed it not, that cup. away.

3. It passed not. though the stormy wave
Had sunk beneath his tread

;

It passed not. though to him the grave
Had yielded up its dead :

But there was sent him from on high.

A gift of strength for man to die.

i. And was his mortal hour beset

With anguish and dismay ?

How may we meet our conflict yet

In the dark, narrow way ?

How but thru' him. that path who trod 't

Save or we perish, Son of God ?
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"And the Reapers are the Angels."

Matt. xiii. 39.

1. Oh, we are the reapers that garner in

The sheaves of the good from the fields of sin

;

With sickles of truth must the work be done,

And no one may rest till the " harvest home."
We are the reapers, &c.

2. Go out in the by-ways, and search them all

;

The wheat may be there, though the weeds are tall

Then search in the highway, and pass none by,

But gather from all for the home on high.

We are the reapers, &c.

3. The fields all are rip'ning, and far and wide

The world now is waiting the harvest tide :

But reapers are few, and the work is great,

And much will be lost should the harvest wait.

We are the reapers, &c.

4. So come with your sickles, ye sons of men,
And gather together the golden grain

:

Toil on till the sheaves of the Lord are bound,

And joyfully boroe from the harvest ground.

We are the reapers, &c.
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4 jQ, Prayerfor the Jews.

Tuire

—

Louvan, page 168. L. M.

1 Disowned of heaven, by man oppressed,

Outcasts from Zion's hallowed ground,

0, why should Israel's sons, once blest,

Still roam the scorning world around ?

2. Lord, visit thy forsaken race.

Back to thy fold the wanderer's bring

;

Teach them to seek thy slighted grace,

And hail,inChrist, their promised King.

3. The vail of darkness rend in twain,

Which hides their Shiloh's glorious light;

The severed olive branch, again

Firm to its parent stock unite.

4. Hail, glorious day ! expected long,

When Jew and Greek one prayer shall

pour;

With eager feet one temple throng

;

With grateful praise one God adore.

776. Fruits of the Spirit.—<?al. t : 22

S.Tcnk—Patton, page 1 34.

1 Jesus, my strength, my hope,

On thee I cast my care,

With humble confidence look up,

And know thou hear'st my prayer.

2. Give me on thee to wait,

Till I can all things do

;

On thee, almighty to create,

Almighty to renew.

3. 1 want a sober mind,

A self-renouncing will,

That tramples down, and casts behind
The lures of pleasing ill ;

—

4. A soul inured to pain,

To hardship, grief and loss,

Bold to take up, firm to sustain

The consecrated cross ;

—

5. 1 want a godly fear,

A quick-discerning eye,

That looks to thee when sin is near,

And sees the tempter fly
;

6 A spirit still prepared,

And armed with jealous care,

Forever standing on its guard,

And watching unto prayer.

17

777.
Ten*—Patton, page 134

.

S. M.

1. 1 want a heart to pray

—

To pray, and never cease

;

Never to murmur at thy stay,

Or wish my sufferings less.

This blessing, above all

—

Always to pray—I want

;

Out of the deep on thee to call,

And never, never faint.

2. 1 want a true regard,

A single, steady aim

—

Unmoved by threatening or reward,

To thee and thy great name

;

A jealous, just concern,

For thine immortal praise

;

A pure desire that all may learn

And glorify thy grace.

3. 1 rest upon thy word

—

The promise is for me

;

My succor and salvation, Lord,

Shall surely come from thee

;

But let me still abide,

Nor from my hope remove,

Till thou my patient spirit guide

Into thy perfect love.

• • O. " Singirig in the Ways of the Lord."

Icxz—EleaUh, page 98. S. M.

1. Come, ye that love the Lord,
And let your joys be known

;

Join in a song of sweet accord,

And thus surround the throne.

2. Let those refuse to sing

Who never knew our God
j

But children of the heavenly King
May speak their joys abroad.

3. The men of grace have found
Glory begun below;

Celestial fruits on earthly ground
From faith and hope may grow.

4. The hill of Zion yields

A thousand sacred sweets

Before we reach the heavenly fields,.

Or walk the golden streets.

5. Then let our songs abound,
And every tear be dry

;

We're marching through Immanuers
To fairer worlds on high. [ground
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206. 265, 284, 286. 384, 462, 464, 475, 482—
484, 486—489, 509, 542, 546, 548, 598,

2,

—

By Gratitude and Love to Christ:

389. 393. 395, 396, 398, 399, 400, 401, 439,473,
477, 507, 508, 543—545, 582, 586, 625.

3.

—

By Humility and Fenitence

:

274—276. 279—2S5, 292—298, 300, 301, 504,

505, 567, 759.

4.

—

By Love to God:
304, 305, 3U8—311, 322, 451, 489, 569, 587,

637.

5.

—

By the choice of Spiritual rather than

Earthly Good.

347, 385,467, 470, 500, 515, 533.

6.

—

By Struggles Against Relaps :

274—276. 296—299, 300—309, 325, 621, 764.

I.—By Trust in God and Christ:

65, 268, 312—316. 320, 323, 324. 331, 334, 335.

355, 364. 369, 370, 371, 377. 410, 446, 453,

476, 490, 491, 493, 502. 510, 709.

8.

—

By Union and Communion with Christ:

32 342, 380—383, 466, 495, 496, 510—517,
633.

9.

—

By Personal Consecration to God :

54, 106, 226, 330, 357, 418, 421, -516, 520, 522,

528, 530, 536, 537, 539, 660—662.

10.

—

By Various Characteristics ; as, e. £.,

(1). Mutual Love

:

40, 600, 603, 605—607, 628. 652.

( 3 ) . Faithfulness and Steadfastness

:

318, 354, 360, 361, 464, 469.599, 650.

(4). Mild Virtues:

296, 563, 565, 578.

(5). Submission to God

:

359, 524, 566, 609, 611, 635, 636.

(6). Blessedness:

338. 345. 348, 364, 375, 444, 527, 529, 577, 604,
613, 742, 778.

(7). Progress and Perseverance

:

358, 373, 378, 501, 587, 647.

(8). Peace with God—is Justified :

379, 387.

(9). Saved—by Grace

:

41, 205, 207, 337, 343, 346.

(10). TriaU—Afflictions:

252, 298. 359, 367,~368, 382, 467, 525, 580, 616,
617, 623, 624.

(11). Prayerful:

437, 519, 526, 535, 540, 541, 579, 634.

(12). Has high Privileges—is an Adopted Son
of God:

615, 447, 601.

VII. The Church:

1.

—

Delight in :

597.

2.—Enlarged:

5, 677, 695.

3.

—

Joining

:

641, 660, 662, 669.

4.—God the Strength of:

35, 36, 123, 450, 649, 678—680, 6S6, 742.

5.

—

Triumph of:

707, 742.

710.

6.— Unity of:

(2). Activity and Boldness for Christ

:

VIIL 08Dn,1ICF

340, 341, 349, 350—361, 373, 374, 433, 764, 768. I.—Baptism :

fl4- 654,655,6^0,159
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2.

—

Lord's Su}>
t

365, 481, 657, 658,665, 769, 770, 771.

IX. Ministry:

I.—A Pastor's Welcome:

639.

2.— Convention of Ministers:

640.

3.

—

Messengers of Christ :

645.

4.— Watchmen:
648.

X. Laying a Corner Stone:

63, 642.

XT. Dedication:

63, 644, 745.

XII. Worship:
1.

—

General:

1, 3, 7, 9—14, 18—24. 27—64, 91, 118, 179,

430, 523.

2.

—

Morning Worship;
4—16, 20—24. 26—30, 41—44, 340, 552, 554,

583.

3.

—

Evening Worship:
25. 66—69, 555—562, 570, 579, 584, 626, 634.

670.

XIV. Children and Youth:

653, 746—755.

XV. Temperance:
743, 744.

XVI. National:
445, 719, 733, 740, 767.

XVII. The Seasons:
108, 691, 725, 731, 735, 742, 762.

XVIII. Seamen:
693, 732.

XIX. Jews:
175.

XX. Death:
1 .
—Meditations on

:

456, 590, 664, 717, 723, 726.

2.

—

Christian Dying:
612, 699, 712—714.

3. Burial of Uie Dead:
591, 593, 716.

4 .
— Open inq of Worsh ij)

:

1—15, 518, 549, 641, 670.

5.— Close of Worship:
70—75, 531, 551.

6.

—

Benediction :

572.

XIII. Conquests of the Gospel— Conver-
sion of the World:

647, 674, 675, 676, 681,682, 688, 689, 765.

4.— Consolations in view of Death of Friends

:

XXL Resurrection of the Saints:

701, 720.

XXII. Judgment anti Eternity:
233. 724.

XXIII. Immortality.
72, 73, 468, 702, 127.

XXIV. Heaven:
1 .
—Aspirations Toward

:

333. 344, 362, 363. 375, 467, 498, 614 663, 692,

697, 698, 700—728.

2.

—

Blessedness of Heaven:

362, 363, 708, 715, 721, 729,730.
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A Brief Statement

OF THE

CONGREGATIONAL POLITY
BY

Rev. Jesse Guernsey.

Origin. Congregationalism, in its essential principles, was recognized and practiced in the
Apostolic Churches. In the Acts of the Apostles, and the Epistles, the word "church" most
frequently designates a local assembly of believers. It primarily means a congregation or assembly,
and is occasionally used to designate the whole company of believers on earth, but never in the
sense of a provincial, national, or more general organization, embracing, and exercising authority
over local churches. " The Churches " of Judea, Asia, Macedonia, etc., are spoken of, but never
the church of this country or that. The Apostolic Churehes chose their own officers. The Church
at Jerusalem elected Matthias to the vacant Apostleship, and Stephen and his associates to the
office of Deacon. The Macedonian churches appointed delegates to travel with Paul, and to be
the bearers ofMheir contributions to the poor. The obligation to exercise needed discipline was
enjoined upon the whole membership, which implies, of course, the power to admit, exclude, and
restore members. The duty of mutual fellowship and help between churches was recognized ; as
when the church at Antioch called to its aid the counsel of the Apostles, elders and brethren at
Jerusalem. Finding its principles and its warrant in the Divine Word, Congregationalism
recognizes no "Book" of ecclesiastical law but the Bible.

The Church. A Congregational Church is a body of believers in Christ in one place, asso-
ciated for Christian worship, the mutual edification of its members, and the advancement of the
Redeemer's Kingdom ; claiming and exercising the right of self government, recognizing no
authority but that of Christ, outside of its own membership, while at the same time it accepts
as a privilege and duty, that communion and fellowship between sister churches which finds
expression in welcoming their members to the Lord's Table, in the interchange of letters of dis-

mission and recommendation, and in the rendering, through Associations and Councils, and by
all other fitting methods, mutual care, reproof, advice, and helpfulness.

How to organize k Church. A company of Christians in a given place, having, if members
of churches, obtained letters of dismission, or, if not members of churches, having satisfactorily
evidenced to each other their discipleship, and having formally resolved to associate themselves
together as a Church of Christ, adopted a fitting Confession of Faith, and entered into solemn
covenant with God and each other, are a Christian Church. When practicable however, a Council
should be called to advise as to the expediency of the organization, and its proposed basis of Faith
and Covenant, and to recognize it as a church, should they see fit, with appropriate public
services. When this cannot be done, the aid of one or more ministers may be wisely secured.

Officers. The essential officers of a church are a Pastor or Pastors, and Deacons. They are
sometimes chosen for a specified, and sometimes for an indefinite period ; though the best and
most time honored usage favors their choice without limitation of time. To the Pastor is com-
mitted the spiritual care of the iiock, while the Deacons are to look after its temporal concerns,
and exercise a general helpfulness in the work of the church. Both Pastors and Deacons should,
in conformity with Apostolic example, be ordained to their work. A Clerk and Treasurer are
annually chosen in many churches, in' some a standing Committee for stated consultation with
the Pastor and Deacons, and occasional suggestion to the brotherhood, and in others, whose
number it may be hoped will increase, a Superintendent ot the Sabbath School, and a Leader in
" the Service of song in the Sanctuary."

Admission of Members. This is always by vote of the church. The condition of member-
ship is the life of Christ in the soul, or spiritual regeneration evinced by a satisfactory statement
of Christian experience, a manifested purpose to live a Christian life, and an acceptance and
hearty belief, of at least, what are known as the fundamental doctrines of evangelical religion.

Creed. Every Congregational Church forms its own creed. No general creed is recognized
as binding upon the churches. In their Confessions of Faith there is great diversity as to form
and fullness of expression, and at the same time a striking and substantial unity of doctrine. The
Faith of the Congregational Churches as a body, embraces the truths, that the Scriptures are
inspired of God, that they reveal Him as the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, that man was created
upright, and fell by disobedience, that by the fall all mankind became sinners, and are exposed
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to the wrath of God. That God so loved the world that he gave Hh Son to die for it, that by His
death a sufficient atonement was made for all men, that all who repent and believe on Him are,

according to God's sovereign purpose of grace, regenerated and sanctified by the Holy Ghost, and
kept by the power of God through faith unto salvation, and that at the tinal judgment the
tricked will go into everlasting punishment, and the righteous into life eternal.

Ordinances. These are Baptism and the Lord's Supper—the former for believers and their
households, and the latter for believers only. While the Congregational Churches believe in. and
practiee household baptism as a duty and privilege of Divine appointment, they do not generally
require it as a condition of membership.

Discipline. The exercise of discipline is not delegated to one or more individuals in the
church, whether officers or otherwise. The duty rests upon the whole church. Its purpose is

the purification of the church, and the reclaiming of offenders. The mode is that enjoined in
Matt, xviii : 1.5-17. A brother goes alone to the offender. Failing to obtain Christian satisfaction
lie takes another with him. Failing still, he tells it to the church, presenting charges in due
form with proper specifications, and naming witnesses by whose testimony they are to be sustained.
The church must then furnish the accused with a copy of charges and the names ol witnesses,
cite him to appear before it for trial, and brinir the matter to a just issue. In the case of private
offences, when one member has wronged another, or when a wrong is known only to one member
besides the doer of it, the preliminary steps enjoined by Christ should be taken by the person
wronged, or knowing the wrons:. In all other cases, it is the duty of any member cognizant of
the offence to take them, and especially of the Deacons, or Standing Committee, if, as in many
churches, there be one. The Censure* of the church are, Admonition, Suspension, and Excom-
munication or withdrawal of Fellowship. Admonition has no effect upon the church privileges
of the admonished, and may or may not be followed by further disciplinary action at the discretion
of the church. Suspension cuts off from all the privileges of the church, and if the offender is not
reclaimed, must be followed by excommunication. Excommunication is the last resort, to be
adopted only after kind and patient effort has failed to restore the offender. Congregationalism
knows no egress from the church but by death, by letter, or by excommunication.

Tiie Fellowship of the Churches. While every Congregational church is a self-governed
body, complete in itself, and independent of external eontrok Congregationalism recognizes a
community of interests and a duty of fellowship between churches. "This it does by the inter-

change of letters of dismission and recommendation, by welcoming members of one church to the
Lord's Table in another, by a ready recognition, sympathy, and mutual helpfulness, in all fitting

methods, and especially through the bodies known a» Associations, Conferences, and Councils.

Associations and Conferences are local and general. The former embrace the churches
and ministers of a comparatively small district; the latter those of a State. The churches are
represented in them ordinarily by one delegate, sometimes by more than one. Through these

bodi-s the statistics of the churches are annually gathered, plans of benevolence and Christian

work devised, matters of doctrine and life discussed, and suggestions to the churches made, but
no ecclesiastical authority is vested in them. There are also Ministerial Associations for mutual
improvement. These are also at the East, local and general. Local Associations examine and
approbate candidates for the ministry. Councils are convened for advice only, on important
occasions, such as the ordination, installation or dismission ol a minister, the organization of a

church, or the existence of embarrassing church difficulties. They are composed of churches
represented by pastors and delegates " with the occasional addition of persons whose advice is

especially desired."' * invited by a "letter missive" in which is specified the matter or matters

in relation to which advice is" sought. The letter missive sent to each church states what
churches, and individuals, if any, are invited ; and a council has no power to add to, or subtract

from its membership as thus indicated. Councils are limited in their action to the subject matter
named in the letter missive. They may be Mutual or Ex-parte. In case of serious difference

between a church and its Pastor, or a church and sorr:e other member or members of it, if a

Council is desired by both parties, the churches, and individuals, if any of which it is to be
composed are mutually agreed upon, and invited by letters, missive from the church. This is a

Mutual Council. If either party refuses to unite in such a council, the other may invite an
(/.-parte council. The proper sources of a call for a council are, a church, an aggrieved member
or members of a church to whom after due effort on their part, a council has been refused, and a

company of believers preparing to organize themselves into a church.

In the history of Congregationalism in this country, there have been three general Synods or

Councils ;— that" at Cambridge in 1648, that at Boston in 1680, and " The National Council " at

Boston in 1S65.

* Rtpsrt of Dra. Bacon and Quint to the National Council in 1865.



FORMULAS.

To the foregoing admirable statement by

Mr. Guernsey, a few forms are here added

simply by way of example.*

I. CONFESSION OF FAITII.f

Stand fast in the faith.—1 Cor. xvi : 13.

As a Church of Jesus Christ, associated in accordance
with the teachings of the New Testament, for the public

worship of God, for the observance of Gospel Sacra-

ments and Ordinances, for mutual edification and en-

couragement in the Christian life, and for the advance-
ment of the Redeemer's Kingdom, we declare our union
in Faith and Love with all who love our Lord Jesud
Christ.
Receiving the Scriptures of the Old and New Testa-

ments as the Word of God and the only infallible rule

of religious faith and practice, we confess our faith in

the one living and true God, revealed as the Father, the
Son, and the Holy Ghost ; the Creator and Preserver of

all things, whose purposes and providence extend to all

events, and who exercise a righteous government over
all his creatures.

We believe in the universal sinfulness and ruin of our
race, since " By one man sin entered into the world, and
death by sin, and so death passed upon all men, for that

all have sinned."
We believe that the Lord Jesus Christ, the son of God,

having taken upon Himself our nature, has, by his obe-

dience, sufferings, and death, provided a waj* of salva-

tion for all mankind; and that through faith in his

name, whosoever will, may be saved.

We believe that although salvation is offered freely to

all, they only repent and believe in Christ, who, in thus
obeying the Gospel, are regenerated by the Holy Spirit

;

and that all who are thus regenemted are " kept by the
power of God, through faith, unto salvation."

We believe that the Christian Sabbath, the Ministry of

the Word, the Visible Church, and the- Ordinances of
Baptism and the Lord's Supper, are divinely appointed,
and are binding on the followers of Christ until his

coming.
We believe that there is a Day appointed, in which

God will raisejhe dead, and judge the world; that the
wicked shall'" go away into everlasting punishment,
and the righteous into life eternal."

Do you thus solemnly profess to believe t

BAPTISM.

{The Pastor will first address those who come by pro-
fession, and, who have been baptized in infancy, as fol-

lows ;]

You, who were dedicated to God in your childhood in
the ordinance of Infant Baptism, by your believing par
ents, do hereby declare your personal acceptance of the
same, and your belief that the regeneration hereby sig-

nified has been wrought within youi soul by the Holy
Spirit.

[Then to the others the Pastor will say :]

You, who trust that your hearts have been renewed
by the Holy Spirit, but" who have never received the;

outward se^l of the covenant, will now upon this pro
fession of your faith, present yourselves for the ordi
nance of Baptism.

[ IVJien baptism has been administered, the Pastor will
then say :]

Attend now to the Covenants into which you are to

enter with God and this Church.

COVENANT.

Lit us give ourselves unto the Lord in a perpetual cov-
enant, never to be broken.—Jer. i : 5.

Accepting this as the faith of this Church, you who
now present yourselves to be received into its fellowship,

do by this act avow your personal sense of the love of

God in the forgiveness of your sins; and, trusting that
He who hears ana answers prayer, will uphold aud
t-trengthen you, you do give yourselves to the Lord Jesus
Christ, and covenant to be His disciples, receiving Iliin as
your only Priest and Propitiation, your great Teacher,
Lawgiver and King; you dedicate yourselves to God as

the object of your highest love, and to His service as

your highest joy ; engaging to walk with us in the due
observance of Christian ordinances, and that, by the aid

of the Divine Spirit, you will honor your profession by
a constant Christian life.

Do you thus covenant with God and with this Church ?

[ Here the members of the Church will stand up, mnd the

Pastor will read the following :]

RESPONSE OF THE CHURCH.

We then, the members of this Church, in view of

these your professions and engagements, do joyfully and
affectionately receive you to this Commnnion, and wel-
come yon to this fellowship with us in th6 blessings of
the Gospel and in the service of our Divine Redeemer.
We covenant to love and watch oTer you, and in Chris-
tian fidelity to seek your advancement in the life and
likeness of Him whose name we bear. And now. be-

loved of the Lord, let it be impressed upon your minds
that you have entered into solemn engagements, from
which you can never escape. Wherever you go. these
vows will be upon you. Tiiey will follow you to the bar
of God, and abide upon you to eternity. May you walk
worthy of God, and of your profession ! May the Lord
guide and preserve you till death ; and at last receive
yon and us to that blessed world, where our love and joy
shall be forever perfect ! And unto Him who is able to

keep us from falling, and to present us faultless before

the presence of His glory with exceeding joy. to the
only wise God our Saviour, be glory and majesty, do-

minion and power, both now and forever. Amen.

[Here the Pastor may give the Right Hand to each per
ton, with'tSUoh words as lie may be pleased to add.]

* We advise every one to procure a copy of Rev. J. E. Roy's neat little pamphlet of 48 pages. It is one of the
best compends of the principles, doctrines and usages of Congregational Churches that has been published. No
Congregationalism should be without it. Send a dime to Rev. J. E. Roy, 84 Washington St., Chicago, with your ad-
dress, and it will be mailed" to you post-paid.

\ From the Manual of Dr. J. P. Thompson's Broadway Tabernacle Church, New York.
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II. LETTERS MISSIVE, AND OTHER FORMS.*

And they wrote letters by them after this manner.
Acts xv : 'l.j.

1.

—

to ORGANIZE A CHURCH.

To the Congregational Church of Christ in

Dear Brethren ;—The Great Head of the Church hav-
ing inclined a number of believers here to think that it

is our duty to become associated as a Congregational
Church, we respectfully request you, by your Pastor, and
a delegate, to meet in Council at , in this place, on
the of , at o'clock, in the , to

consider the expediency of the course proposed by us,

and advise us in reference thereto ; and should the for-

mation of such a Church be deeded expedient, to assist

in the public service appropriate to its formation and
recognition.
Wishing you grace, mercy and peace,

We subscribe ourselves,

Your brethren in Christ,

C-m. of those

proposing to

unite.

=}
[Date, and place of date.]

N. B.—The other Churches invited to sit in this Coun-
cil are the following :

Congregational Church in , Re/. Mr. B., Pastor.
" M in ,

M M M "

2. —TO INSTALL OR ORDAIN A MINISTER.

The Congregational Church in A , to the I

Congregational Church in B , sendeth ;

Greeting:

Note.— It is also proper to append to those letters sent to
Churches, whose Pastors are desired to take part in the
public service, a postscript, notifying them of the parts
aligned, that such Pastors may have suitable tiuie for
preparation.

3.—A LETTER OF DISMISSION.

The Congregational Church in

Congregational Church in -

greeting:

,
to the

sendeth

Dear Brethren .-—The Great Head of the Church has
kindly united us, and the Congregation statedly wor-
shiping with us, in the choice of Mr. (Rev.) A
B as our Pastor, and he has accepted our invita-

tion to that office. We, therefore, affectionately request
your attendance, by your Pastor and a delegate, at ——

,

pn the day of , at o'clock in the

, to examine the candidate, review our proceed-
ings, and advise us in reference to the same; and, if

judged expedient, to assist in the Ordination (Installa-
tion) service.

Wishing you grace, mercy and peace,
We are fraternally yours,

.) Committee

, Y of the

,) Church.

[Date, and place of date.]

N. B.—The other Churches invited are as follows :

[Name them all.]

Dear Brethren:—The bearer, Bro. A. B., is a member
with us in good and regular standing. He has desired*
letter of dismission from us. and of recommendatiou to
your Christian fellowship, and we have granted his re-

quest ; so that when received by you his membership
vith us will cease.
Wishing you grace, mercy and peace.

We are, yours In the Lord,
C. D., Church Clerk.

N. B.—Please inform us, by a return of the accom-
panying certificate, of our brother's reception by you.

This is to certify that A. B. was received a member
of the Congregational Church in , on the
day of , by letter from the Congregational Church
in .

Attest

:

E. F., Church Clerk.

[Date and place.]

THE SONG SERVICE.

Congregational singing, or what is the same thing,

the personal participation of every one in the congre-
gation in the M service of song in the house of the Lord,"
is eminently an element of Congregationalism. Each
one must act in this matter for himseh" and herself.

It cannot be delegated to another. As no one else can
do your loving, honoring, and obeying of the Lord, so no
one else can do your praising for you. The teachingof
the Divine Word is, (Psalm lxvii) "Let the people
praise Thee, God, let all the people praise Thee."
You may not be gifted in this line, but you can be de-

vout. You may not be able to sing a note ; but you can
have the divine song before you. and can follow the
words with your eyes, and articulate them in your
love, and so M make melody in your heart unto the

Lord," even though you canuot use your voice in the
song.

Of course all who can carry the tune through should
sing with their voices ; and it must be obvious that if

"all the people" are thus devoutly engaged, there

will be no mere auditors left to be pleased or displeased

with the music as a performance. Criticism, iu such
circumstances, is disarmed.
Such an observance of the song service as is here in-

dicated, would add a hundred fold to its real interest

and value to every worshiper, and increase its power for

good in the same proportion.
Finally, since it is a matter of so much importance

that all should sing praise to our God, parents should
be as careful to have their children instructed in vocal

music, as they are to have them learn to read or write.

Hence there should be unceasing effort made until

vocal music is taught in all our common schools as

regularly and as thoroughly as reading, writing or

arithmetic.

• Dexter's "Congregationalism.'
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